Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



ll2-> 



3 



% 



> 



WITH STEYN AND DE WET 



•■ * 



i. 



X. .. 



WITH 
STEYN AND DE WET 



BY 

PHILIP^IENAAR 

OF THE TRANSyj^L TELEGRAPH SERVICE 



METHUEN & CO. 

36 e;ssex street w.c. 

LONDON 
1902 



CONTENTS 



PAGB 



THOMAR 








I 


THE ELEVENTH OF OCTOBER 








3 


FIRST IMPRESSIONS . 








8 


COLENSO 








17 


PLATRAND . 








. 25 


SPION KOP . 








• 32 


GLORIOUS WAR 








. 42 


PIETERS' HEIGHTS 








. 47 


GLENCOE 








• 53 


THE FREE STATE 








6o 


LINDLEY TO HEILBRON 








. 68 


VELD INCIDENTS 








. 76 


TAPPING THE WIRES 








. 87 


I MEET DE WET 








• 93 


ROODEWAL . 








. 103 


OFF TO THE TRANSVAAL 








III 


ARRESTED AS SPIES . 








121 


IN THE MOUNTAINS . 








131 


THROUGH THE CORDON 








■ 139 


SKIRMISHES 








. 148 


WE ENTER POTCHEFSTROOM 








. 156 


DE WET ONCE MORE 








161 


END OF THE REGULAR WAR 








. i68 



nm STEYN AND DE WET 



THOMAR 



thro 



HERE in the quiet old convent of Thomar, 
the Convento de Christo, the strife of the 
past months seems like a dream. Wandering 
through the long corridors, with their bare, empty 
ipartments, gazing by the hour on paintings faded 
id torn, the work of long dead and forgotten 
iters, dwelling on marvels of ancient architec- 
,re, resting the eyes on peaceful landscapes and 
hearing the sweet murmur of falling waters, the 
scenes of war seem distant and remote. 

The heart but so lately harrowed by the de- 
vouring emotions of anger, hate, and the lust of 
ilood, now soothed by the sympathy of the 
idly Portuguese, is lulled into harmony with 
surrounding scenes of peace and beauty, 
ily the thought of our ravaged country, strug- 
ig still for dear life, though forced upon her 
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knees, brings back the claims of duty and the 
yearning to be up and doing, to enter once more 
the ranks of the foemen and strike another blow 
for liberty. 

Hopeless ! Yet where is the Boer — prisoner, 
exile, or renegade — even he! — who does not dream 
by nights he feels once more the free veld air 
upon his brow, lives again the wild night rides 
beneath twinkling stars ? He feels once more his 
noble steed bound beneath him, grips again his 
comrade's welcoming hand, and wakens with a 
bitter sigh. 

Some consolation, then, to recall blows already 
struck, and duty fairly done. 
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WHEN war appeared inevitable the spirit 
of the Boers rose to support them in 
their hour of trial, and only sentiments of 
patriotism and defiance were felt and expressed. 
Joy at the opportunity of proving once and for 
ever their ability to defend themselves and con- 
sequent right to independence, regret for friend- 
ships about to be severed— these were the chief 
emotions of the younger generation. The elder 
thought of past wrongs, long cherished, and 
silently took down the rifle from behind the 
door. 

The women, ever strong in national spirit, lent 
the aid of their encouragements and prayers. 
Sons wept that they were too young to accom- 
pany their fathers on commando. 

Yet there came a moment when for the space 
of a minute a mighty shadow seemed to brood 
over the land, and the cold chill of coming evil 
struck the nation as if from the clouds. A 
message had been despatched from Pretoria to 
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every comer of the country. One word only 
War! 

The blow had fallen. Nothing could avert a 
sanguinary struggle. Well the burghers knew the 
overwhelming strength of the foe, but they went 
blithely forth to meet their fate, strong in a 
cere confidence in Providence. If the worst came 
to the worst, well, " 'twere better to have fought 
and lost, than never to have fought at all ! " 

Of all the branches of the Transvaal Civil 
Service there was not one that stood highe 
the public estimation at that moment, nor one 
that distinguished itself more during the war, 
than that to which I had the honour to belong — 
the Department of Telegraphs. Equipped with 
the most up-to-date instruments, composed almost 
equally of picked men from England and Holland 
and of well-trained young Colonials and Trans- 
vaalers, under an energetic chief, our department 
proved itself, both before and during the war, 
second to none, and, the Afrikander portion at 
least, worthy of the confidence of the Gtovern- 
ment 

I had just been transferred from Johannesbui^ 
to Pilgrimsrest, a quaint little one-street village 
near the Portuguese frontier, one of the oldest 
alluvial diggings of the early days, and now the 
centre of an important mining district. Here we 



' hea 

ene; 



THE ELEVENTH OF OCTOBER 



heard that our commandoes had invaded the 
enemy's territory in every direction, and news of 
.the preliminary engagements was awaited with 

;athless interest. The male inhabitants of the 

llage often spent entire nights under the veran- 
dah of the telegraph office, and the importance of 
the telegraphist suddenly grew almost too great 
to bear with becoming modesty. 

One Sunday morning, however, the office wore 
a deserted look. The Dutch inhabitants were 
engaged in courteously escorting those of British 
birth or sympathies over the border, and I was 
alone. After a long interval of silence the instru- 
ment began ticking off a message — 

" Elandslaagte — flight — lancers ! " 

Then came the list of the fallen. Name after 
name of well-known men fell like lead upon the 
ear. Finally my colleague at the other end 
gently signalled that of my uncle, foilowed by the 
sympathetic remark: "Sorry, old man." 

I could write no more. What, my uncle dead I 
General Kock, Major Hall, Advocate Coster— all 
dead 1 It seemed impossible. We could not 
understand it, this first mitiation of ours into 
war's horrible reality. 

Within a week reinforcements were despatched 
■om our district. I obtained a few weeks' leave 

absence and accompanied them. 
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We were an interesting band. Two hundred 

strong, we counted among our number farmers, 
clerks, schoolmasters, students, and a publican. 
My mess consisted of a Colonial, an Irishman, a 
Hollander, a German, a Boer, and a Jew. It must 
not be imagined, however, that we were a cos- 
mopolitan crowd, for the remaining hundred and 
ninety-four were nearly all true Boers, mostly of 
the backwoods type, extremely conservative, and 
inclined to be rather condescending in their attitude 
towards the clean-shaven town-dwellers. The 
almost universal respect inspired by a beard or 
a paunch is a poor tribute to human discernment. 

Every mess possessed one or two ox-waggons, 
loaded with a tent, portmanteaux, trunks, food- 
stuffs, and ammunition. We made about twenty 
miles daily, passing through Lydenburg, Macha- 
dodorp, Carolina, and Ermelo, and reached Volks- 
rust on the fourteenth day. During the march we 
learnt that heavy fighting had taken place in 
Natal, Dundee being taken and Ladysmith in- 
vested, and a strong commando had actually made 
a reconnaissance as far down as Estcourt. 

General Joubert, who had bruised himself in the 
saddle during the latter expedition, ■ was now 
recruiting his health here in Volksrust. I went 
to see him, and found him installed in a railway 
carriage, and looking very old and worn. I showed 
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him a telegram instructing me to apply to him for 
a special passport enabling me to return when my 
leave expired. 

He said, "Others want leave to go home; you 
ask for leave to come to the front. But your time 
is so short, it is hardly worth while. Still, I am 
glad to see such a spirit among you young 
people.'* 

Turning to his secretary, he ordered the pass- 
port to be made out This was done in pencil 
on the back of my telegram. The general signed, 
handed me the document, and shook my hand. 
I thanked him, and left, highly gratified. 

We entrained that afternoon, slept in the 
carriages at Newcastle, reached Ladysmith, or 
rather our station nearest Ladysmith, the following 
day, disentrained, rode into camp, reported our- 
selves for duty, and went on outpost the same 
night 
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OUR chief concern was whether we, as novices, 
would bear ourselves well in our first en- 
gagement. Speaking to an old campaigner on 
the subject, he said — 

" Tell me candidly, how do you feel ? " 

" Well, rather nervous." 

" Ah 1 Now, I can tell you a man who feels 
nervous before a fight is all right, because he has 
some idea of what he is going to meet. It is 
the reckless recruit that often proves a coward. 
He fancies it a mere bagatelle, and finds out his 
mistake too late." 

This rather encouraged us, for, to tell the truth, 
we felt anything but reckless. 

One evening about twenty of us were sent off to 
keep watch in a Kafir kraal near the town. In 
one of the huts we found a Kafir lying sick, and 
too weak to rise. He told us the former outpost 
had always brought him something to eat, but 
now they had not come for some days, and he had 
b^un to think himself doomed to die of starva- 
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Hon, or, worse still, of thirst. We soon made up a 
collection of biscuits and cold tea, and I am 
happy to say that henceforth the poor creature's 
wants were daily supplied. 

A rather peculiar adventure befell us here a few 
days later. The sun had already set when we 
reached the spot where we were to stand guard 
during the night. We dismounted, and two men 
went forward on foot to reconnoitre. After a while 
they returned with the startling news that the 
enemy was approaching in force. They were 
sent forward again to make sure, and again re- 
turned, saying there could be no doubt about 
the matter. 

" We heard the rumble of an approaching train, 
the march of cavalry, and saw the glint of arms 
between the trees ! " 

This was definite enough. A man was instantly 
despatched to alarm the main laager, while the 
rest of us followed leisurely. We were about half- 
way back when the messenger returned with an 
additional twenty-five men and an order that we 
were instantly to return to our post ; if in posses- 
sion of the enemy, to retake and hold it until 
relieved. 

A very tall order, and more than one man 
uttered the belief that discretion was the better 
part of valour, and that there was no humour in 
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attacking numberless Britons with fifty men. We 
braced up our nerves, however, retraced our steps, 
and presently reached the vicinity of the kraal. 
Two men crept up close and came back to say 
the place was full of English. Leaving the horses 
in charge of a few men, we crept forward and 
surrounded the kraal. Each sought a suitable 
shelter and laid himself down to await the dawn. 
It was now about midnight. The next four hours 
passed very slowly, lying there in the cold and 
with the expectation of a desperate struggle in 
the morning. We thought how brave we were, 
and how sorry our general would be when he 
heard how we had all been shot down to a man, 
and how in after years this night attack of ours 
would rank with the charge of the Light Brigade. 
We hoped Chamberlain would die soon after us, 
so that we could meet his soul in the great 
Beyond and drag it through a sieve. 

What was our surprise to find when it grew 
light that there had never been an Englishman 
near! The whole thing from beginning to end 
was only another false alarm, and all our valour 
had been wasted. 

This kind of alarm was rather frequent at the 
time. A burgher woke up one night to find him- 
self being roughly shaken and someone shouting 
in his ear — 
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I* What are you doing? Get up, quick ! Don't 

I hear the alarm ? " 

* Yes, another false one, I daresay," turning over 
for another nap. Happening to open his eyes, he 
became aware for the first time that he was 
speaking to no one less than General Joubert 
himself ! 

The poor fellow did not ai^e the point any 
further, but forthwith fled into the night, glad to 
get off at that price. 

One morning two of us were returning from our 
usual swim when suddenly we saw the whole 
camp a beehive of commotion, burghers running 
to and fro, saddling their horses, shouting at each 
other, and generally behaving with a great lack 
of decorum — like madmen, in fact, or members of 
the Stock Exchange. Hastening on, we heard 
that the enemy were coming out to attack us. 
We hastily seized our nags, and in five minutes 
were on top of the nearest hill between ourselves 
and the enemy, who could be seen approaching 
three thousand yards away. We formed ourselves 
into groups, and each group packed itself a low 
wall of the loose stones lying about- 
One German, armed with a Martini-Henry, 
found himself shunned by all his comrades on 
Lccount of his cartridges not containing smokeless 

wder, and was obliged to entrench himself on 
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his own at some distance from the rest. The poor 
fellow was the butt of all the primitive humourists 
from the backwoods, and was assured with much 
solemnity that his rifle would draw all the British 
fire in his direction, and that he was as good as 
dead already. Thorny is the path of glory ! 

The British guns in Ladysmith opened fire as 
their cavalry advanced, the shells falling a few 
hundred yards to our right, on a hill whence our 
cannon had lately been removed. 

When within two thousand yards the enemy 
suddenly wheeled to the left and were quickly 
out of sight between the hills. They found the 
Pretoria men there, and came back helter-skelter 
to the accompaniment of rapid rifle firing. First 
one saddle and then another was emptied as they 
raced across from right to left, making for a low 
scrub-covered kopje. 

In this kopje a party of our men were con- 
cealed. With keen interest we watched the scene, 
waiting to see the enemy caught in the trap. 
Then a volley burst from the brush. Like a flash 
the horsemen wheeled and raced back into Lady- 
smith. The volley had been fired too soon, 

A few mornings later we heard that during the 
night something very serious had taken place on 
Lombard's Kop, Being a sort of free lance, I 
immediately saddled my pony and rode in that 
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direction. Presently I met two Boers on horse- 
back. 

" Morning, cousins." (Cousin is a. title of courtesy 
used in addressing one's equal in age. Elder men 
are called " uncle.") 

" Morning, cousin. Of what people may cousin 
be?" 

" Of the telegraph service. And cousins ? " 

"Of the artillery." 

"Something happened up there last night?" 

"Yes, The English came and blew up our 
Long Tom!" 

" How was that possible ? " 

"We can think what we like. Why was the 
burgher guard absent? It is shameful!" 

We returned to camp together. The news had 
now been made public, and formed the one theme 
of discussion. Much credit was given the enemy 
for their audacity, but there was a strong suspicion 
that treachery had been at work. The ensuing 
court-martial resulted in two officers being sus- 
pended from duty only, although there were many 
trees about. 

A few days later 1 went to see my brother, who 
was stationed on Pepworth Hill, some six miles 
to our right. He belonged to the Artillery Cadets, 
who at the beginning of the war had been dis- 
tributed amongst the various guns in order to 
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give them practical experience. Of the four that 
were attached to this gun two had already been 
wounded. It was glorious to see these lads of 
fifteen and sixteen daily withstanding the on- 
slaught of the mighty naval guns. The rocks 
around their howitzer were torn by lyddite, and 
the ground strewn with shrapnel bullets. 

" The British say we are trained German 
gunners. Quite a compliment to Germany t " 
said one youngster laughingly. 

"And 1," said another, inflating his chest, "am 
a French or Russian expert I Dear me, how we 
must have surprised them !" 

They showed me how they crushed their coffee 
by beating it on a fiat stone. Their staple food 
was bully beef and hard biscuits. 

"If only we had some cigarettes," they said, 
"how gay we should be ! Last week we got some 
sugar, enough for two days ; we are so sick of 
black, bitter coffee t " 

A severe thunderstorm now broke overhead, 
and as I had to go on duty that night I took 
leave of my friends. They had no tents, and 
had to find the best shelter they could under 
tarpaulins stretched between the rocks. 

Riding along, I soon found my raincoat soaked 
through. The water began to rush along the path, 
and the loud, incessant pealing of the thunder and 
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the rapidly succeeding and fearfully vivid lightning 
flashes so terrified my horse that it refused to 
move a step. Dismounting, I led the animal 
through the blinding rain for upwards of an hour, 
when I reached camp, to find the outpost already 
gone. I took off my streaming garments, and 
turned into my warm bed. At midnight the flap 
of the tent was opened, and I was ordered to turn 
out and stand guard. Our effects were still at 
Volksrust. Drawing on a soaking wet pair of 
heavy corduroy breeches in the middle of the 
night is one of the least delicious experiences 
possible, as I found to my cost, to say nothing 
of sitting in them on an antheap for a couple of 
hours with a chilly rain falling. 

In the morning came the news that the enemy 
had again surprised and blown up one of our 
guns — none other than the howitzer visited by 
me the previous evening. Presently the young 
cadets themselves came riding into camp, bringing 
with them pieces of guncotton, and showing by 
the state of their ragged uniforms the hand-to- 
hand nature of the struggle that had taken place. 
One of them said in answer to my inquiries — 
" We heard someone climbing the hill in the 
night, and challenged. It was the British. They 
shouted ' Rule Britannia ! ' and rushed up to the 
top. We fired into them. We were too few. 
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By sheer weight of numbers they forced us aside. 
One of the artillerymen was dragged by the leg 
from his sleeping-place. He shook himself free, 
and bolted. The soldiers formed a square round 
the gun, charged it with guncotton, shouted 
'Stand back!' and the next moment our gun 
was crashing through the sky. It all happened 
in a moment. Then the enemy retired, followed 
by some burghers, who had by this time arrived 
from the laager at the back of the hill. The 
Pretoria commando was also waiting for them, 
and intercepting their retreat, made them pay 
dearly enough for their exploit" 
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ONE day our scouts made a splendid haul, 
bringing into camp that celebrated, devil- 
may-care animal, the war-correspondent. His 
story was that he had wandered out of Ladysmith 
with a packet of newspapers — "merely to ex- 
change notes and to challenge you for a cricket 
match !" 

Squatted on the gjround, crowds of bearded 
Boers gazing at him with fierce interest, he 
looked anything but comfortable, and no wonder, 
for the word spion was often uttered. His colour 
was a pale green, while his teeth chattered 
audibly. He was subsequently sent to Pretoria, 
and thence exiled to civilisation, vi& Delagoa 
Bay. 

On the same day we captured three natives 
bearing British despatches. As these runners 
were giving considerable trouble, it was decided 
to execute one and send the other two to 
spread the news among their friends — black and 
white. 

c 17 



I8 



WITH STEYN AND DE WET 



The grave was already dug, when General 
Joubert, always against harsh measures, decided 
to spare the Kafir's life. The contrast between 
the bearing of this savage and that of the war- 
correspondent was most striking. 

Sometimes the merits of the different com- 
mandoes would be discussed. The palm was 
generally awarded to the Irish Brigade and the 
Johannesburg Police, two splendid corps, always 
ready for anj/thing, and possessing what we others 
painfully lacked — discipline. 

The burghers used to relate with much relish 
a story of how one day the British shells came 
so fast that even our artillerymen did not dare 
leave their shelter to bring up ammunition for 
the gun ; how two of those devils of Irishmen 
sprang to the task, and showed how death 
should be faced and danger conquered. Erin 
for ever ! 

Buller now began to press his advance on the 
Tugela, and his searchlight could nightly be 
seen communicating with the besieged ; long 
official messages in cipher, and now and then 
a pathetic little message, "All well, Edith sends 
love," would flash against the clouds, causing us' 
to think of other scenes than those before us. 

On the tenth of December a heavy bombard- 
ment was heard from the Tugela. On happening 



I 

I 



COLENSO 19 

to pass the telegraph office at two o'clock, a 

ffllle^ue called to me — 

^Buller has tried to cross the river ; he is being 

1 back, Ten of his guns are in danger, and 

as soon as the sun sets our men are going over 

' to take them ! " 

t This was news indeed. 

L " Which is the road to Colenso ? " 

I " Round those hills, then straight on." 

^^^B *' Thanks, good-bye," and off I went, determined 

^^^B see those guns taken. 

^^^P About four hours' hard riding, then a tent 

I by the wayside, the red cross floating above. 

An ambulance waggon has just arrived, bringing 
a few wounded. I must be close to the battle- 

I field now, but I hear no firing. What can have 

I happened ? 

Half an hour further. I see the fires of a small 
camp twinkling in a gully to my left, and make 
my way thither. It is pitch dark. As I approach 

ithe camp I hear voices. It is Dutch they are 
I speaking. Then several dim shapes loom up 
before me in the darkness. 
] " Hello ! What commando is this ? " 

I " Hello, is that you ? By Jove, so it is I I 

thought I knew the voice," and dashing Chris 
Botha shakes my hand. 
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" It is you, commandant ! Where are those ten 

guns ? " 

" Oh, that's what you're after. Sorry, but we 
took them early in the afternoon. Never mind, 
come along into camp. You'll see enough in 
the morning." 

In the camp they had six Connaught Rangers 
— a captain, lieutenant, and four men, about four 
of the lot wounded. They alone of all their 
regiment had managed to reach the bank of 
the Tugela- — Bridle Drift, about two hundred 
yard.s from the trenches of the Swaziland com- 
mando. Finding no shelter in the river bank, 
exhausted, wounded almost to a man, they 
ceased firing, whereupon our men left them in 
peace until the end of the fight, when they 
were brought over and complimented upon their 
pluck. 

" I'm tired out after to-day's work," Botha said, 
"but there's no help for it. I must sleep in the 
trenches again to-night. Walk down with me, 
your friends down there will be glad to see 
you." 

After an hour's walk — it seemed more like a 
week — we reached the trenches, where the young 
heroes of the Swaziland commando made me 
welcome. I asked them about the day's fighting, 
but they said — 
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" Too tired to talk to-night, old man. Turn in ; 
to-morrow will do." 

We turned in, and slumbered undisturbed by 
any thought of the blood shed that day. 

Early the next morning we waded through the 
river, wearing only a hat and shirt, and carrying 
our topboots over the shoulder. Dozens of Boers 
were splashing about ui the water, enjoying them- 
selves like so many schoolboys. Lying strewn 
about on the other side were scores of dead 
bodies ; by the side of each fallen soldier lay a 
little pile of empty cartridge cases, showing how 
long he had battled before meeting his doom. 
Some lay with faces serenely upturned to the 
smiling sky, others doubled up in the agony of 
a mortal wound, with gnashing teeth fixed in a 
horrid grin, foam-flecked lips, and widely staring 
eyes. 

Horrible, in truth, but most awful of all was 
the soul- sickening stench of human blood that 
infected the air. We soon turned back, unable 
to bear it any longer. 

"Did your commando lose many men?" I asked 
my companion, 

" Only two, strange to say. Wonderful ; can't 
explain it." 

." How did you feel during the fight ? " 

?When we saw the vast number of soldiers 
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steadily approaching, and heard the thunderous 
explosion of hundreds of shells, we knew we were 
in for a hot time. Our small commando could 
never have retreated over the four miles of open 
country behind us. There was only one thing 
to be done — fight. And we fought — fought till 
our gun-barrels burnt our hands and our throats 
were parched with thirst — the excitement of it 
all!" 

" Could you see when your bullet went home ? " 

"You noticed that soldier lying behind the 
antheap, a hole in his forehead ? That man 
worried us a good deal. He could shoot, the 
beggar I Well, two of us fixed our rifles on the 
spot and waited till he raised his head ; then we 
fired. You know the result" 

Boys talking, mere boys, who should have 
been thinking of flowers, music, and love, instead 
of thus taking a grim delight in the stem lessons 
of war. 

Saying au revoir to my friends, I now rode over 
to the telegraph office a few miles lower down. 
The operators were transmitting piles of messages 
to and from anxious relatives, and were not sorry 
to see someone who could lend them a hand. 
The chief of the department happened to be 
there at the time. He immediately placed me 
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\' in harness. I wired to my field-cornet at Lady- 
smith saying I was unavoidably detained, as the 
phrase goes, and the next few weeks passed 
quietly by, long hours and hard work, it is true, 
but on the other hand pleasant companions and 
a splendid river, with boating and swimming 
galore. 

One morning a score of Theron's scouts passed 
by, their famous captain at their head. One of 
them — an old friend — reined in long enough to 
tell me they were off to lie in wait for a small 
British patrol, which, a native had told them, 
daily passed a certain spot suitable for an am- 
buscade. 

In the afternoon the same band returned, several 
foot, and carrying someone in a blanket. What 
my surprise to find that this was no other 
than poor Harry C ! 

The native had misled them, and the surprise 
had been the other way about My friend had 
received a bullet through the stomach, a wound 
which appeared necessarily fatal. He was laid 
down in a tent. Theron bent over him, his eyes 
filling with compassionate tears. " How now, 
Harry?" 

" Awful pain, captain." 

To break the news gently we wired home that 
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he was only slightly wounded. This turned out 
to have been wiser than we knew, for, to our joy, 
Harry lingered on, rallied, and finally recovered, a 
triumph of medical skill 



PLATRAND 

I N Natal itself the situation was satisfactory, 
t the course of events elsewhere made the 
speedy capture of Ladysmith imperative. It was 
accordingly decided to make an attack on Plat- 
rand, or Waggon Hill, as the British call it. If 
we could gain this hill the town would be at our 
mercy. 

The plan of attack was simple in the extreme. 
The Free Staters would climb one side, the Trans- 
vaalers the other, and Louis Botha himself ride 
over from Colenso with a reserve of three hundred 



Our chief determined to view this fight, and 
agreed to take me along. It had been arranged 
that the attack should take place on the 6th 
of January. In the afternoon of the 5th we took 
the road to Ladysmith, travelling in a light mule- 
waggon, our horses tied alongside. 

Near Nelthorpe a small commando passed us. 
Knowing very well what errand they were bound 
upon, we yet thought fit to ask them where they 
35 



26 



WITH STEYN AND DE WET 



were off to. " Oh, nowhere particular," was the 
answer, " Out for exercise, that's all." This dis- 
cretion was most commendable, for in our mixed 
forces spying must have been easy and frequent. 

We pitched tent for the night, and at three 
the next morning saddled our horses and followed 
the spoor of the commando. Presently, encounter- 
ing a Kafir holding half a dozen horses, we asked 
him where the owners were. He pointed to a hill 
near by, where we found the gallant Villebois, 
the kindly Oberst von Braun, and ill-fated von 
Brusewitz, Little did we think at the time that 
the latter would meet his death a few weeks later 
on Spion Kop and the former shortly fall at 
Boshof! 

It was growing light, and we could see, lying 
on our right, the neutral camp ; further away, on 
Bulwana, our biggest gun, where we knew General 
Joubert was standing, his wife by his side. 

Straight before us lay the key to Ladysmith — 
Platrand, whence now and again came the sharp 
rat-tat of the Metford, followed by the Mauser's 
significant cough. 

Through our glasses we espied six helmeted 
men slowly retreating up the mountain, pausing 
at every dozen yards to fire a volley at some 
invisible enemy. Three of them reached the top. 
The sentries were being driven in. 



PLATRAND 

(General Botha now arrived with the reserve 

All dismounted. 
f " Put your horses out of sight," were his first 
wrds to his men, "they will draw the enemy's 
"fire." 

Scarcely had he spoken when a shrapnel shell 
burst overhead, and three horses were lying on 
their backs, snorting and kicking. Then came 
another and another. Both went wide. The 
animals were quickly led behind the hill, and 
the three wounded put out of their pain. 

Taking the best shelter possible, we gazed upon 
the drama being unfolded before us. 

The attack was now in full swing. The grating 
British volleys, the ceaseless mill of independent 
6ring, the sharp flash of the British guns, the 
fierce whirr of our French shells, the deep boom 
of Long Tom resounding through the valleys. 
Who can describe it all ? 

Yet hardly a single combatant could be dis- 
cerned. Attacked and attackers alike were in- 
visible. One soldier only stood in plain view 
on the crest of the hill, signalling with a flag. 
Our men reached the crest, and the soldier 
disappeared. Whether in response to his signals 
not, reinforcements presently reached the 



I In long, thin lines of yellow they ran across the 
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plateau to the crest, hoping to drive the Boers 
back the way they had come. As it approached 
the line grew thinner and thinner, until there was 
nothing of it left. And so on, for hour after hour, 
the yellow lines of gallant men flung themselves 
into the open, only to fall beneath the raging fire 
poured upon them from the sternly held mountain 
crest 

Down the hill our wounded dribbled, thirsty 
men, pale men, men covered with blood and 
weeping with rage. How grim must be the fire 
they have Just passed through ! One man is 
brought down lying across a horse. His face 
hangs in strips, shattered by a dum-dum bullet 
Thank goodness, some of ours are using buckshot 
to-day ! 

A Boer mounts on a wa^on. 

" Who will take in ammunition ? " 

No response. 

I turn to my chief. " Do you advise me to 
try?" 

" I cannot ; you must decide for yourself." 

Throwing a sack of cartridges over my horse's 
back, I set off. No sooner in the open, than 
whizz, whizz, went the bullets past my ear. The 
pony stopped, confused. I struck the spurs into 
his flanks, and on we flew, the rapid motion, the 
novelty of the aflair, and tlie continual whistle of 
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the bullets producing in me a peculiar feeling of 
exaltation. 

Then the sack tumbled off. I sprang down, 
hooked the bridle to a tree, rushed back for the 
bag, and started forward again. The firing now 
became so severe that I raced for a clump of trees, 
hoping to find temporary shelter there. Some of 
our men were here, lying behind the slender tree- 
trunks and taking a shot at the enemy now and 
then. 

"Absolutely impossible to live in the open," 
they said. "Better wait awhile and see how 
things go." 

I laid myself down under the trees and listened 
to the bullets as they sang through the branches. 

The very heavens vibrated as the roar of 
artillery grew ever fiercer, and the loud echoes 
rolled along from hill to hill and died away in 
an awful whisper that shook the grass-tops like 
an autumn wind. 

What were those lines of Bret Harte's about 
the humming of the battle bees ? . . I could not 
remember. 

My eyelids grew heavy and presently I was fast 
asleep. 

" Wake up ! They're coming round to cut 
us off. We must clear!" And away went my 
friend. 
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Knowing their horses would soon out-distance 
my heavily laden pony, and trusting to get away 
unobserved, I took his bridle and led him away. 
For about twenty yards all went well. Then 
suddenly there broke loose over us the thickest 
storm of lead I ever wish to experience. Whether 
it was a Maxim or not I could not say, but it 
seemed to me as if the whole British army was 
bent on my destruction. Like raindrops on a 
dusty road the bullets struck around me. The 
pony snorted, shivered, and sometimes stood stock 
still. I jerked the bridle savagely and struggled 
on, without the slightest Hope of escaping, and 
thinking what a cruel shame it was that I should 
be shot at like a deer. Finally the shelter of a 
dry watercourse was reached. Following this for 
some distance, I encountered another party of our 
men, to whom I handed my charge, too shaken to 
repeat the experiment The firing now slackened 
off, and I returned to my chief, full of mortification 
over my failure. 

It was evident the hill would not be taken 
that afternoon, so we returned to our tent, intend- 
ing to come back the next morning. Late that 
evening, however. Colonel Villebois passed and 
told us our forces had been withdrawn, General 
Botha being ordered to Colenso, where Duller had 
made a feint attack to help Ladysmith. 
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Our struggle was therefore a failure, but it 
had not been made in vain, since it proved 
once again that we also could storm a fortified 
hill, and fight a losing fight — the hardest fight 
of all. 



SPION KOP 

SOMETHING peculiar began to be observed 
about the British camp at Chieveley. The 
naval guns still flashed by day, the searchlight 
still signalled to Ladysmith of nights, the tents 
still glistened in the sun, but the soldiers, where 
were they ? 

Marching somewhere up the river, BuUer 
meant to try his luck once more. More than one 
of our present leaders had in former days fought 
by Buller's side against the Zulus. They knew 
him tenacious, able ; no mere theorist. It was 
here in Natal, under their eyes, that he had gained 
his Victoria Cross — the same priceless bit of 
bronze that young Roberts had just died to win ; 
and they felt that to ward off his second blow 
would ask all our energy and cost many useful 
lives. 

The commandoes on our side of the river were 
extended to keep pace with the enemy's move- 
ments on the other. The distance between the 
different laagers lengthened considerably, and a 
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speedy and certain method of communication soon 
became a necessity. To obtain this use was made 
of the vibrator, an instrument so sensitive that the 
most faulty h"ne will carry sufficient electricity to 
work it Having received orders to accompany the 
construction party, I said good-bye to my com- 
fortable quarters, and found myself in the veld 
once again. 

While the two waggons loaded with wire, etc., 
went on by road we struck across country, myself 
on horseback, a vibrator strapped to the saddle, 
the others on foot. Half a dozen Kafirs accom- 
panied us, carrying rolls of " cable," wire about 
the thickness of the lead in a pencil and covered 
with gutta percha. A wooden "saddle" holding 
one roll of wire was strapped on the back of 
one of the natives, one end of the wire joined 
up to the instrument in the office ; the native 
marched forward, the wire unrolling as he went, 
and the other boys placing stones upon it here 
and there in order to prevent its being draped 
about by cattle. In this manner we went forward, 
establishing an office at every laager on the way, 
with the result that every commando was always 
fully informed as to the situation of all the others, 
and the enemy's every movement immediately 
known to the entire forces, enabling reinforce- 
ments to be sent anywhere at any time. 
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This system was an easy one to learn, and it 
has been said that some of our generals became 
so fond of it that the slightest movement of the 
enemy was the signal for a request for re- 
inforcements, This is, no doubt, a frivolous 
exaggeration. 

The first day of laying the cable we had gone 
about fifteen miles, when communication with the 
office suddenly ceased. Telling the others to go 
on, I turned back and carefully tested the line, 
eventually finding the fault at sundown. Report- 
ing my whereabouts to the office, I was ordered 
to follow the working party as rapidly as possible, 
the chief adding that it was especially desired to 
have communication the same night with the 
Standerton laager, where the others would have 
arrived by this time. I therefore pushed on, 
following the wire. It was pretty dark when 
I reached the foot of a mountain. Right across 
the cable led me — rather a difficult matter tracing 
it in the dark — but at last an open plain on the 
other side was reached; a few miles further I found 
one of our men stretched out in the grass by the 
side of the cable. 

" Where's the Standerton laager?" 

" This is where it was. Shifted yesterday ; 
don't know where to. Others gone to find out. 
Got a blanket?" 
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I ] had not. We had no idea where the waggons 
We lay down to shiver, not to sleep, for 
the intense cold made the latter impossible and 
the former obligatory. In the middle of the 
night we moved round to the other side of the 
antheap, thinking it niusi be warmer there. But 
it wasn't 

At sunrise the others returned, saying that the 
Standerton laager had moved much higher up, 
and that the Johannesburg laager was the next 
on the list. They accordingly marched in that 
direction, laying the cable as they went, past 
precipices and over mountain gorges. I followed 
on, testing and repairing, very tedious work in 
the burning sun. Fortunately I was able to buy 
a little fresh milk from a native, which refreshed 
me immensely. The waggons were still missing, 
so we had very little food. 

At midnight the cable led me up a high hill, 
so steep that the pony almost fell over backwards 
as I led him up the face of it Right on the 
top lived an old native, who, hearing the barking 
of his dogs, rushed out armed with an assegai, 
ready to defend his eyrie against all comers. 
I persuaded him to take me straight to the 
Johannesburg laager, where a good night's rest 
made all right again. 

The next morning communication was estab- 



36 



WITH STEYN AND DE WET 



lished with headquarters, and I had the pleasure 
of eating a decent breakfast with Ben Viljoen, 
then commandant, now general, whose acquaint- 
ance I had made during the Swaziland ex- 
pedition. 

A fiery politician and a reckless writer, his 
pet aversions were Hollanders and Englishmen, 
and it was hard to say which he detested the 
most. Brave and straightforward, he was most 
popular amongst his men, but the official, non- 
fighting, salary -pocketing element bore him no 
love. General in charge of these positions was 
kind-hearted, energetic Tobias Smuts, of Ermelo. 

During the night Louis Botha arrived here, 
accompanied only by his aide and his secretary. 
He, Smuts, their staff's, all slept in one small 
tent on the hard ground, and with hardly room 
enough to turn round in. Truly our chiefs were 
anything but carpet knights ! 

For a couple of days my office was under a 
waggon, then my tent arrived, and soon every- 
thing was in full swing. One afternoon I was 
honoured by a visit from a Hollander Jew and 
Transvaal journalist, whose articles had more 
power to sting the Uitlanders than almost any- 
thing one could mention on the spur of the 
moment. 

We drank tea together and discussed the 
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probability of our camp being bombarded, stand- 
ing, as it did, in full view of the hill whereon 
the British cannon had been dragged a few days 
before. He had just raised the cup to his lips 
when a well-known sound was heard — the shriek 
of an approaching shell. Nearer and louder it 
came, till finally — bang ! — the shell burst not a 
hundred yards away. A young lineman, who had 
been listening with all his soul and ever wider 
stretching eyes, now gave an unearthly yell and 
almost sprang through the top of the tent, 
knocking over the unhappy journalist and sending 
the hot tea streaming down his neck. The youth's 
exit was somewhat unceremonious. 

The office was hastily removed to the high 
bank of the adjacent stream. Whilst this opera- 
tion was going on the instrument buzzed out a 
message ordering me to leave immediately for 
the Spion Kop office. I at once said au revoir, 
handing over to my assistant the charge of the 
office, river bank and all, as well as the task of 
dodging the shells, which continued to fall around. 

Riding along the steep bank for about two 
hundred yards, I found a footpath leading down 
one side and up the other. No sooner had I 
started down this than I heard a !oud explosion. 
It did not sound quite so near, but on gaining 
the opposite bank I saw floating over the spot 
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just quitted by me a small cloud of smoke, 
showing that a shell had been fired at me with 
marvellous accuracy. Then a couple burst near 
the general's tent, and the laager was immediately 
shifted behind the hill. 

1 reached Spion Kop, took charge of the office, 
and was kept so busy that for a week there was 
no time to have a decent wash. 

The hill next ours was daily bombarded with 
the utmost enthusiasm, shells falling there at the 
rate of fully sixty a minute, while we escaped with 
only an occasional bomb. Looking down upon 
the plain before us, we could see the British 
regiments drilling on the bank of the river, about 
two thousand yards away, probabiy to draw our 
fire, but in vain was the net spread. 

The ground of operations was somewhat ex- 
tensive. For some days the enemy's infantry had 
been harassing our right wing, attacking every 
day, and drawing a little nearer every night. 
Louis Botha was almost continually present at 
this point, only coming into camp now and then 
for a few hours' sleep. 

One evening his secretary said to me, with 
genuine emotion, " It has all been in vain ! Our 
men are worn out They can do no more ! " 

He was a Hollander, and also a gentleman ; 
that is to say, he was not one of those Hollanders 
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who lived on the fat of the land, and then turned 
against us in our adversity ; rather was he of the 
rarer stamp of Coster, who glorified his mother 
country by nobly dying for that of his adoption. 

"Cheer up!" I replied. "There are other hills." 

"To-morrow will tell," he said, as he bade me 
good-night 

And the morrow did. In the grey dawn two 
hatless and bootless young men came stumbling 
down into the laager. 

" The British have taken the hill ! " 

Startled, we gazed at Spion Kop's top — only 
five hundred yards away, but invisible, covered 
by the thick mist as with a veil. The enemy 
were there, we knew it; they could not see us 
as yet, but the mist would soon clear away, and 
then. . . . 

Our guns were rapidly trained on the spot, our 
men placed in position, and we waited. 

I ran into the tent to telegraph the news to 
Colenso, No reply to my hasty call. The wire 
is cut ! 

"Go at once," said the chief, "and repair the 
line." 

As I rode off the mist cleared, and a few 
minutes later the fight had begun. The cable 
ran about a thousand yards behind our firing 
line, and as I went along, my eyes fixed on the 
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wire, the noise of the battle sounded in my ears 
like the roar of a prairie fire. Jagged pieces of 
shell came whizzing past, shrieking like vampires 
in their hunt for human flesh. 

Searching carefully for the fault, my progress 
was slow, and it was afternoon when the Johan- 
nesburg laager was reached. Here I found a 
despatch-rider, who said that reinforcements had 
arrived at Spion Kop early in the morning, that 
our men had immediately climbed the hill, and 
that, the issue being very uncertain, we might 
have to retreat during the night 

The line was still interrupted, although I had 
repaired several faults. I accordingly rode back 
to Spion Kop early the next morning. When I 
entered the laager it was to find that all the 
waggons had already retreated, and the tents 
standing deserted. Not quite deserted, for in one 
of them half a dozen bodies were lying. The 
enemy had unexpectedly retired during the night, 
and the entire commando was now on the hill, 
gazing at the plentiful harvest reaped by our 
Nordenfeldts. Thither I also went. 

British ambulance men were busy collecting 
corpses. It was a mournful sight; it seemed to 
me as if war really meant nothing else than 
butchering men like sheep, quietly, methodically, 
and without any pomp or circumstance. 
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"A sad s^t!" I reinarked to the British 
chaplain. 

" They only did their doty," was his unfediog 
reply. Duty ! Is it any man's duty to kill and 
be killed without knowing why? For what did 
these poor Lancashire lads know or care about 
the merits of the war ? 

"What do you think the confounded English 
have had the cheek to do?" asked a friend. 
" You know they always keep our wounded as 
prisoners when they get the chance. Well, this 
morning their ambulance came here and coolly 
carted away all their wounded I Louis Botha 
says they might have asked permission first. I 
should have turned a Maxim on them ! " 

We went down to the laager, found the line in 
order, and wired the news of the victory to 
Pretoria. 1 had not been able to get into com- 
munication the day before because the chief had 
taken a hand in the fighting instead of attending 
to the instrument 

Believing that Warren would make another 
attempt, this time more to our right, we shifted 
the office a few miles in that direction and 
pitched our tent next to a farmhouse, which was 
I utilised as a hospital. 
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LATE that evening I heard someone outside 
rf the tent asking where the hospital was. It 
was my father. We had no idea of meeting 
each other here, as I had parted from him in 
Johannesburg before the war began, when he had 
no intention of going to Natal. He himself had 
been under the impression that I was still at 
Ladysmith. 

He told me he had come to see my young 
cousin, Johannes, who had been wounded on Spion 
Kop the day before. We walked over to the 
hospital, The wounded lad, a frail boy of fifteen, 
looked terribly exhausted lying there on the floor, 
his left arm completely shattered. 

" We were two together," he said, " myself and 
another boy. We crept closer and closer to one 
of the small sangars, firing into it as we crept, 
until there was only one Englishman left alive in 
it. He called out ' Water ! ' and I ran to give him 
my flask. When I got close to him he pointed 
his gun at me and fired, I sprang aside, and the 
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bullet ploughed up my arm. My chum then shot 
him dead. Our doctor was too busy with the 
English officers to attend to me, so I fear I shall 
lose my arm." 

Poor child ! his fear was only too well founded. 
His arm was amputated, after which he went to 
his uncle's farm to recuperate. When the British 
arrived there he would not surrender, but took 
his gun and went on commando. Three days 
later he was brought in, shot through the lungs. 
That is the last I have been able to hear of him. 

A few days after the battle of Spion Kop we 
moved forward and opened another office on our 
right wing. The British soon after retired from 
the vicinity, and this wing was withdrawn. The 
office remained, however, being utilised by scouts 
and patrols for the transmission of urgent reports. 

One day Oberst von Braun called, accompanied 
by two Boers. I asked him what had become of 
his lieutenant. 

" Ah, poor von B ! " he said. " The 

fighting on Spion Kop was almost over, and he 
had just risen and walked forward a few steps, 
when a chance bullet crashed into his forehead, 
and he fell a corpse." 

This was the same lieutenant who had caused a 
great sensation in Germany a few years before by 
killing an unarmed civilian in a moment of pro- 
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vocation. It may seem a just retribution that he 
should have met with such a tragic fate, but those 
who knew him in Natal felt nothing but regret for 
his loss. Oberst von Braun was taken prisoner a 
few days after, and the British reported that his 
mind was unhinged. This did not appear improb- 
able to us, for we knew how much he had been 
affected by the loss of his companion. 

I stayed here for three weeks, without much 
occupation except wasting ammunition on turtle 
doves and hoping that the next patro! would not 
be a British instead of a Boer one. 

The deserted houses in the neighbourhood had 
all been visited in turn by both British and Boer 
patrols, and between the two enormous damage 
had been wrought. It must be pointed out, how- 
ever, that the mischief done by our men was in no 
way authorised — was, in fact, against express 
orders, whereas the British now burn our houses 
to the joyful fiddling of the London Times, and 
with a righteous unction eminently national. 

A small but remarkably severe engagement 
took place about this time, in which a portion 
of Viljoen's men suffered heavily. 

This detachment, about forty in number, was 
guarding a Nordenfeldt stationed in an advanced 
position on an isolated hill. One afternoon a large 
body of the enemy suddenly attacked the hill. 
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I Ben Viljoen, who, as usual, was on the spot, is 
lot what may be called an excessively pious man. 
But he rose to the occasion and inspired his little 
band by asking them if they did not fear God 
more than the British. Thus encouraged to stand 
firm, they bravely held the hill till fully half their 
number were killed. There was no hoisting of the 
white flag, however, our men at that time generally 
preferring almost certain death to surrender. This 
instance was no exception. Every man got out 
as best he could. Commandant Viljoen himself 
racing out with the gun. 

Our cannon now shelled the hill furiously. The 

British ambulance tried to reach our wounded, but 

the fire was too hot. This bombardment kept on 

for two days, when the enemy retired, whereupon 

we again took possession of the hill. Two or 

^^^Jhree of our wounded were found to be still alive, 

^^^BQt with their wounds in a terrible state of putre- 

^^^Bkction. Imagine their sufferings during those 

^^^TWo awful days of heat, thirst, and exposure, to 

r say nothing of the shells continually exploding 

around them. They were brought into camp and 

1 ultimately recovered. For all I know, they may 

I he fighting still. This httle affair is known to the 

British as the battle of Vaalkrantz. 

When they heard that their son had gone safely 
through the battle of Spion Kop an old Free 
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State farmer and his wife came down to pay him 
a visit The son then accompanied his mother 
home, the old man taking his place for a few 
days. One day some artillerists were engaged 
in their favourite pastime of burning out un- 
exploded lyddite shells, when one of the shells 
burst, killing three men. As fate would have it, 
the old father in question was one of the three. 

Another peculiar accident happened on Spion 
Kop, whilst the rifles of the killed and wounded 
soldiers were being collected. One of the rifles 
lay under a corpse. Seizing the weapon by the 
muzzle, a young Boer attempted to draw it toward 
him. The charge went oflF and lodged in his 
stomach, inflicting a fatal wound. The soldier 
had been killed in the act of taking aim, and 
his finger had stiffened round the trigger. The 
young fellow thus killed by a dead man was the 
only son of his widowed mother. 




PIETERS' HEIGHTS 

WHEN the British retreated from Spion 
Kop it was to move down to Colenso 
once more. Taking the Boschrand, after a feeble 
defence, they were enabled to command our 
positions on the other side, and succeeded in 
crossing the Tugela unhindered. 

Why we surrendered the river so easily and 
then defended Pieters' Heights so obstinately is 
explained by the fact that, owing to the British 
advance on Kimberley. the idea had become 
general that we should have to give up Ladysmith 
in any case, and therefore our men were drawn 
back from the river preparatory to a general 
retirement Pieters' Heights were held till every- 
thing was ready, and then the retirement was 
effected without even an attempt at pursuit by the 
enemy. 

When the Pieters' Heights fighting began I 
was ordered thither. Going through the Klip 
River, our heavily laden waggon stuck fast We 
quickly obtained the loan of another span of 
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mutes and hitched them on in front, but the 
double team only succeeded in breaking the trek- 
chain. There was nothing for it but to outspan 
and carry the heavy loads up the steep bank, 
At this we toiled till midnight. Too tired to 
catch the mules and haul the waggon out, we 
went to sleep, leaving that operation for the 
morning. 

Before we woke, however, another waggon came 
along. Finding the road blocked by ours, the 
driver roared at us to clear the way immediately. 
We were not going to rise so early just to please 
him, so we answered him that if he was in a hurry 
he could pull the waggon out himself This he 
was obliged to do, in order to get past. We then 
thanked him, and gently told him that if he had 
addressed us in a decent manner in the beginning 
he would have spared himself all his trouble. We 
meekly added the hope that this little lesson would 
not be lost upon his wayward mind. His remarks 
cannot be reproduced here, but it was plain that 
he felt very much as little States do sometimes 
when taken in hand by one of the great Powers 
and subjected to a little kind cruelty. 

After reloading the waggon we went on, and 
reached Pieters in due course. The first thing 
that drew my attention was the sight of one of my 
young colleagues standing under the verandah of 
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the telegraph office, his face a picture of grief. 
His father had been killed that morning, 

Going a few miles further, I took charge of the 
telegraph office in Lukas Meyer's laager. Meyer, 
a grand- loo king man, formerly possessed much 
influence, being at one time President of the New 
Republic, a State founded by himself in a tract of 
country granted him and his followers by a Kafir 
chief for assistance rendered during an intertribal 
war. This small republic, soon incorporated with 
the Transvaal, was thenceforth represented in the 
First Volksraad by its former president, Louis 
Botha becoming its member for the Second 
Chamber. At the battle of Dundee Botha dis- 
tinguished himself, Meyer did not. Then the 
former gained fresh laurels at Colenso, and this 
finally gave him the precedence over Meyer, 
General Joubert himself, on his death-bed, ex- 
pressly asking that Botha should be appointed 
his successor. Meyer, then, was in charge of 
this laager, Botha had command of the whole 
line, and Commandant General Joubert was at 
headquarters near Ladysmith. 

Daily the British regiments stormed, and daily 
they melted away before the fire of our men. 
The stench arising from the unburied corpses 
soon made the whole hill reek. The British 
asked for an armistice to bury theii* dead, and 
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this was granted by the commandant to whom 
the request was made. When Botha heard of 
this he at once informed the enemy that the 
matter had been arranged without his know- 
ledge, and that he could grant no armistice. I 
think this is the only case on record where an 
armistice has ever been refused by us, although 
armistices were asked for many times by the 
British. 

The combatants, who during the interval had 
been chatting together most amicably, were quickly 
recalled to their respective positions, and the 
slaughter recommenced, continuing until one fine 
afternoon the enemy took the Krugersdorp com- 
mando's position, thus rendering our whole line 
untenable. A council of war was immediately 
called, to take place that evening, as it was im- 
possible for our ofRcers to leave the shelter of 
their trenches during daylight. 

Soon after sunset the various officers began 
to arrive. First came riding into camp, alone and 
unnoticed in the darkness, that incomprehensible 
man, Schalk Burger, now Acting President. He, 
entered the tent moodily, nodded to us, 
squatted down in the corner, absorbed in thoughl 
My colleague and I were just making a mei 
of coffee and biscuit We expressed our regret 
that we had no chair to offer him, asking him 
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to accept a cup of coffee instead. This he did, 
in silence. Silence was his strong point. 

Masterful Lulias Meyer next entered, and after 
him came the pride of the army, Louis Botha, 
soldier and gentleman, followed by several officers. 
A general council of war was now held. General 
Joubert being consulted by telegraph throughout 
the discussion. There was no sleep that night 
for the telegraphists who had to transmit the 
queries and replies to and from headquarters. 

When the discussion was at its height, informa- 
tion was received that the Johannesburg laager 
was surrounded by the enemy. This laager now 
constituted our right wing. This intelligence was 
soon contradicted, but not before it had exercised a 
considerable influence upon the decision arrived at, 
which was to abandon Ladysmith. The minutes of 
this council of war, could they be published, would 
probably make most interesting reading, and be of 
great value to the impartial historian. 

At two in the morning we inspanned ; at sunrise 
we were over Klipriver and trekking past Lady- 
smith. 

The road was one long string of waggons, each 
straggling on at the pleasure of its owner. Horses, 
thanks to the criminal neglect of those responsible, 
were already becoming scarce, and groups of men, 
many of them wounded, sadly stumbled along, 
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carrying their unwieldy bundles of blankets, their 
little kettles, their knapsack, rifle and bandolier. 
Some trudged along with a saddle slung over the 
back, hoping to loot a mount by the wayside. 

We did not travel far that day, but the next 
the march became more rapid, every vehicle 
putting its best wheel foremost. A heavy rain 
fell as Elandslaagte was reached, adding to the 
general depression. Whilst the majority kept to 
the road, those who had no other means of con- 
veyance entrained here for Glencoe. The commis- 
sariat stores were being hastily cleared out, what 
could not be loaded being set alight The last 
train that left that evening carried the dynamiters, 
who destroyed the bridges after passing over them. 

After a weary ride in the open trucks, seated on 
sacks of bread, a drizzling rain soaking down 
upon us, we reached Glencoe. The platform and 
station buildings were crowded with the sleeping 
forms of the weary burghers, who, as yet unused 
to retreating, were somewhat mixed in more senses 
than one. Louis Botha was still near Ladysmith 
with the rearguard, most of the other chiefs were 
coming by road, and there was no one on the 
spot to back up General Joubert in his attempts 
to reorganise the confused and ever-growing mass 
of undisciplined men. The retreat, in fact, threat- 
ened to degenerate into a reckless flight. 




PRESIDENT KRUGER had been informed 
of the chaotic state of affairs, and arrived at 
Glencoe early the next morning. The burghers 
were called together, and the President, leaning 
out of the window of his railway carriage, asked 
them to join him in singing a psalm. He then 
offered up a fervent prayer for guidance, after 
which he addressed the burghers, reproaching 
them for their want of confidence in an all- 
powerful Providence, and exhorting them to take 
courage afresh and continue the struggle for the 
sake of their posterity, which one day would 
judge their acts. 

" Whither would you flee ? " he asked us. "The 
enemy will pursue you, and tear you from the 
arms of your wives. The man who surrenders 
takes the first step into exile. Brothers ! Stand 
firm, and you will not be forsaken ! " 

As the father of his people spoke, the doubts 
and fears that had filled the breasts of the multi- 
tude disappeared, Foi^otten were the days and 
weeks of hunger, heat, and thirst ; forgotten the 
ghastly shrapnel showers, the soul-crushing crash 
S3 
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of the awful lyddite shell, the unnerving possi- 
bility of sudden death that for months had 
darkly loomed across their lives, and every man 
felt the glorious fires of patriotism rekindle in his 
bosom. 

Then General Joubert spoke. 

" If I be the stumbling-block in the way of oar 
success, then I pray Giod to remove me," was the 
humble prayer of the warrior grown grey in wars, 
who now found himself too feeble to direct the 
forces with his wonted vigour. He then reminded 
us of brave deeds done in the past, and expressed 
his confidence in the future, provided we did not 
lose heart. 

When the General had finished, he sent officers 
round to marshal the men into some sort of order. 
It was wonderful to see the change in the spirit of 
the burghers. Where but a moment before had 
been disheartened mutterings and sulky looks 
were now smiling faces and cheerful conversation. 
With alacrity the men came forward, gave their 
names, and that of their respective commandoes, 
and took in the positions assigned them. The 
danger was past Even the news of Cronje's 
surrender, which was soon after made public, 
did not have more than a transient effect. The 
anxiety as to his fate had been so keen that even 
to know the worst was a relief. 
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For two disquieting days, however, nothing was 
heard of the rearguard. To our relief it turned 
up on the third day. Several weeks of quiet 
followed, the British resting after their giant 
efforts, whilst we prepared to stem their further 
advance when it should take place. During this 
period of inaction on the part of the enemy I was 
sent down into Zululand, and stationed at a small 
spot named Nqutu, near Isandhlwana, Rorke's 
Drift, Blood River, and other scenes of stirring 
battles fought in former days. At Rorke's Drift 
could be seen, in good repair, the graves of the 
gallant men who fell in defending the passage 
through the river against the Zulus after the 
British disaster at Isandhlwana, 

While at Nqutu we received news of the fall of 
Bloemfontein and the death of General Joubert, 
as well as of De Wet's victory at Sanna's Post, 
the latter the only bright gleam that relieved the 
daily darkening horizon of our future, 

I now obtained a few days' leave of absence. 
My substitute left Glencoe early in the morning, 
accompanied by a mule waggon. The trolley duly 
arrived at sundown, but the substitute was absent 
It appeared he had taken a short cut, as he 
thought, and had not been seen since. Bethune's 
mounted infantry was hanging about the neigh- 
bourhood, and we feared he might have been 
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raked in. At midnight, however, he made his 
appearance, wet to the skin, after wandering to 
and fro in the chilly mist for hours. I immedi- 
ately handed the books and cash over to him, and 
went to bed till four o'clock, when I saddled my 
horse and started for Glencoe, on leave and on 
my way home. Carefully nursing my mount, I 
reached Dundee at noon. After a short rest we 
went on, and reached Glencoe at one o'clock, none 
the worse for the morning's ride of almost fifty 
miles. 

Here I learnt that a plan was afoot to attack 
the British camp at Elandslaagte, which lay 
quite open and unprotected, as if it were part 
of an Earl's Court exhibition. When I left by 
train next morning our guns were already in 
action. 

Not being pushed home, however, the attack 
did not amount to much, except for its moral 
effect upon our men. It also gave the enemy 
the idea of finding a decent position for his 
camp. 

Travelling with me in the train were several 
men on their way to the Free State, where our 
forces were being hard pressed. Before leaving 
1 had also sent in a request asking to be trans- 
ferred thither, as Natal was becoming really too 
dull. 
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pAt first sight Johannesburg did not seem much 
altered, but on dri\nng through the deserted 
streets, all the shops barricaded, and tramway 
idle, the difference between the bustling city of 
old and this silent shadow of its former self was 
only too evident. 

Another difference that thrust itself upon the 
observation was the alteration which had lately 
taken place in the sentiments of the remaining 
Uitlander inhabitants. These, upon their lavish 
protestations of friendship and fidelity, had been 
allowed to remain during the war. In our 
triumphs their sympathy was ever with us, but 
when Cronje was captured, Ladysmith relieved, 
and Bloemfontein abandoned, their long -latent 
loyalty to the British Empire became too fervent 
to be restrained within the bounds of decency. 
" Remnants " of red, white and blue were osten- 
tatiously sewn into a distant resemblance of the 
British flag ; the parlour piano once more did its 
often unsatisfactory best with the British anthem ; 
mamma's darling received strict injunctions not 
to play with that horrid little Dutch boy next 
door ; and papa, jingling the sovereigns he had 
received in his latest deal with the Government, 
prepared to pat Lord Roberts on the back when 
he should enter the town. 
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But what can one say of those "oprechte* 
Afrikaners" who followed the same procedure? 
The Smits who became Smith, the Louw that 
suddenly shrank into Lowe (could he sink 
lower ?}, the Jansen transformed into Johnson, 
and the Volschenk merged into Foolskunk ? 
What did John Bull think of all these precious 
acquisitions to his family ? 

In striking contrast was the bearing of some 
of the numerous British-born officials, British-bom 
and with British sympathies, who nevertheless 
faithfully performed their arduous duties until 
their services were no longer needed, and then 
entered the new regime with conscience clear and 
not without some degree of regret for the old. 
Loyal to the old, they could be loyal to the new, 
That several of the British-bom officials had 
played the despicable part of spy is undoubted, 
but their villainy served but as a foil to show 
more clearly the merits of those who remained 
honest men. 

Before my leave had expired I returned to 
Natal, weary of miserable Johannesburg, and 
little thinking that I should not see my home 
again for years. Upon reaching Glencoe I found 
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a telegram had just arrived, granting my request 
to be sent to the Free State. An hour later I 
was on my way, and the following evening the 
train landed me at Winbui^, where a construction 
party was awaiting my arrival 
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MENSCHVRETERSBERG(CannibalMoun- 
tain), near Thabanchu, was at this time the 
site of the Boer headquarters, and it was our duty 
to establish telegraphic communication between 
this point and Winburg, a distance of about for^ 
miles. 

After consideration, the inspector decided that 
it would take too long to lay a cable. 

Wire fences had already been utilised in 
America for short-distance telephonic communi- 
cation, and this system had already been tried at 
Van Reenenspas by ingenious young Bland, of 
the Free State telegraphs, employing, however, 
the vibrator instead of the telephone. We deter- 
mined to follow his example. 

According to the law of the land, every Free 
State farm has to be fenced. Blocks of sandstone, 
about four feet high and twelve inches square, 
are generally used for fencing uprights. Here, 
then, were lines ready made, and covering the 
country in every direction like network. 
60 
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The only thing necessary to isolate the wire 
was to walk along the fence, cut the cross-bindings 
connecting the upper wire with the lower ones, 
lay a cable under the gates, and there you were. 
This did not take long, and soon messages were 
gaily buzzing to and fro over the fence. There 
was naturally a great loss of electricity, but not 
enough to prevent the working of the sensitive 
little vibrator. 

As with the cable in Natal, however, there were 
frequent interruptions. A herd of cattle would 
knock a few poles over, a burgher hurrying across 
country would simply cut a passage through the 
fence, or a farmer in passing through a gate 
would notice the cable, dig it up, and take it 
along, swearing it must be dynamite, and that 
the English were trying to explode the Free 
State with it. 

All this necessitated constant repairing, but on 
the whole the system proved fairly satisfactory, 
allowing the Government in Kroonstad to keep 
in constant touch with the fighting line. 

In Natal everything was very quiet ; here, on 
the contrary, the British were pushing forward 
vigorously. General Louis Botha came down 
from Glencoe to aid De Wet, leaving his brother 
Christian to oppose bulldog Buller, or " Red Bull," 
as we called him. 
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In spite of Louis' presence the enemy continued 
to gain ground, and it was not long before Brand- 
fort had to be given up. The enemy next took 
Thabanchu, and it became clear that our posi- 
tions at Menschvretersberg could not be held 
much longer. President Steyn himself visited the 
positions, cheering and encouraging the men, but 
the strain of attempting to stem the British 
advance could no longer be sustained. Within a 
few days we received orders to retire to Lindley. 

Retire ! But how ? We were three, our horses 
two, our luggage heavy. By a stroke of luck we 
managed to hire a cart and two. Hitching our 
horses on ia front, we had a team of four, and the 
difficulty was solved. 

When driving away from the spot where, in the 
midst of war's alarms, I had yet spent some of the 
happiest hours of my life, I could not help looking 
back long and earnestly at the beautiful home- 
stead, and wondering what fate held in store for it 
and its kind-hearted owner, who, always against 
the war, and weary of sacrifices he deemed useless, 
had determined to remain behind and surrender to 
the enemy. Like many of our best and most 
progressive men, he had become disgusted with 
the want of discipline in the ranks, and the painful 
lack of unanimity amongst the leaders. Sincere 
in bis convictions, I do not think he could be 



I 




w 



THE FREE STATE 



63 






blamed for acting up to them. Those who have 
rightly earned the contempt and hatred of every 
true Afrikander are those Boers who, not content 
with deserting, have gone yet further, and at- 
tempted to assist the enemy that they were 
fighting against only the day before. Even their 
new masters must surely despise such willing 
slaves ! 

Absorbed in these reflections, I yet had time to 
notice the approach, from the opposite direction, 

a Cape cart drawn by six bays. 

As the two carts passed each other the team 
bays was stopped by a vigorous hand, and 
President Steyn addressed us, force and determina- 
tion stamping every word and gesture. 

"Good morning! Why are you leaving already? 
I want communication with Kroonstad !" 

" Good morning. President. We had orders to 
leave at once, but there is an operator in the ofHce 
still ; he will remain till the last moment." 

" Very well ; good-bye I " And off he went, the 
dust clinging to his long brown beard. 

We drove on, our four horses trotting merrily 
along. We were five in the vehicle, however, in- 
cluding the driver and his little boy, and presently 
the weight began to tell. After the first halt one 

the leaders failed. 

" He won't make it much further," said the 
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inspector. " Better turn him loose and see what 
can be done with three." 

" I have a better plan," said our other com- 
panion. Stopping the cart, he unharnessed the 
animal, passed the rope through its mouth, vaulted 
on its back, and rode to a farmhouse some distance 
away. Presently he returned, bringing another 
horse, which he had obtained in exchange for our 
exhausted animal. 

Thus reinTorced, we pushed on, arriving at 
Senekal at ten that night The only hotel was 
crowded ; we were glad to sleep on the parlour 
floor. After breakfast the next morning we con- 
tinued our journey, passing group after group of 
burghers on their way home. 

It was truly painful to see these poor fellows 
struggling along, their horses scarce able to walk 
and themselves in a condition not much better. 
At noon we outspanned at some water-pools, where 
several of these groups were also resting. We 
entered into conversation with them, and they 
told us that they had retired earlier than the 
others on account of the weakness of their animals; 
that one of their number had been taken ill, and 
could ride no further, even if his horse could carry 
him, which was doubtful. 

We spoke to the sick man, who was lying in 
the shade of a tree. He was quite a youth. 



THE FREE STATE 

I evidently of a better stamp than his com- 

nions. 

" if only I could reach a certain farm about five 
miles further on," he sighed, " I think I should 
manage," 

"Take my seat," said I, "and I'll ride your 
nag." 

'* I must tell you," he objected, " that the poor 
beast is quite exhausted. It would take hours to 
get him there." 

" Never mind, I'll start now, and you can follow 
on with the cart when our horses have had a 
feed." 

Our business admitted of no retard, so I meant 
to get a good start in order not to delay my 
companions. 

I mounted the nag and shouted " Get up ! " 

He stumbled forward a few steps and stood 
stock still. I pricked him with the spurs, he 
moved on a Httle further and halted again. By 
dint of spurring, striking, and shouting, he at last 
broke into a slow trot, wearily dragging his hoofs, 
but before long he stopped once more. 

I dismounted and tried to lead him, but he 
would not budge. Then I tried driving him on 
ahead, but as soon as I got behind him he turned 
out of the road, first to the right, then to the left. 
Of all heart-breaking experiences this was the 
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worst. I could not leave the animal to die by! 
the wayside ; the farm was only a few miles I 
further on, where he would find water, food, and 1 
rest. I mounted again, shouted, cracked my | 
sjambok — blows he could no longer feel — flourished J 
my arms, jerked my body up and down in the J 
saddle, and finally got him into a walk — but such a J 
walk ! slow, mechanical, every step an effort. 

When we finally reached the farmhouse I sprang'! 
down and quickly threw the saddle off. No soonerl 
did the faithful animal feel itself released from its | 
service than it sank to the ground, utterly ex- ■ 
hausted. I myself was not much better off, after I 
my exertions in the blazing sun. If you are fond I 
of horses, never try to repeat my experiment, I 
Straining the last ounce out of your mount is I 
too much like mule-driving, and that is the most I 
soul-killing occupation on earth, as any Afrikander I 
can testify. 

The cart was waiting for me here. We bade I 
adieu to the sick man, and drove on. Towards I 
sunset we overtook a. man struggling along on I 
foot, carrying a heavy saddle on his head. He j 
signalled to us to stop, and came panting up 
to the side of the cart. 

" My horse died this morning," he said, " and 
I've been carrying this saddle all day. Can't you 
load it up for me as far as Lindley ? " 
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The man looked so thoroughly done up that I 
felt sorry for him. Besides, I wanted to stretch 
my legs a bit, so I said that he could take my seat, 
and I started off on foot while they were strapping 
fast the saddle. The exercise was so agreeable in 
the fresh evening air that I continued it, and kept 
ahead of the cart until we reached Lindley. We 
went to the hotel, had a good dinner, and then to 
bed. 
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L[NDLEY and Heilbron were each in tele- ' 
t graphic communication with ail the other 
towns still in our possession, and consequently also I 
with each other ; but no telegraph line ran between ] 
the two. A message from one to the other had to 1 
travel viA Johannesburg and Kroonstad, involving ' 
a delay of several hours. It was our task to make 
good this missing link. Haste was required, for 
the British were already marching on Kroonstad, 
whence the Government was preparing to retire, 
ostensibly to Lindley, but in reality to Heilbron. 

Unfortunately the material wherewith the new 
line was to be built had not yet arrived from the i 
Transvaal. The inspector decided not to wait, but 
to build the line without it 

"Build a line without material? Impossible," 
you say. Not at all. You forget the fences ; we J 
did not 

Our first care was to obtain a list of those farms 1 
along the road whose fences joined. This did notl 
take many hours. Being joined here by a line-1 
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man, who had charge of half a dozen natives and 
a waggon, we loaded our luggage on the latter, as 
well as a sack or two of meal — the only foodstuff 
we could obtain, and began work, each armed with 
a spanner and a couple of iron tent-pegs. 

The fences were in bad repair, many of the 
stone poles having fallen down and the wires 
being broken and tangled every few hundred 
yards. Lifting the heavy stones and repairing 
and untangling the barbed wire was unaccustomed 
work, and soon our hands were covered with cuts 
and bruises. The distance by road between the 
two points is only about forty miles, but owing to 
the fences running at all angles to each other we 
had about seventy miles to cover. This it took us 
a week to do, rising early, working all through the 
day, and continuing in the moonlight at night, By 
buying a couple of sheep to supplement the bags 
of meal, and drinking a gall-like imitation coffee 
brewed from barley, we managed to fare well 
enough, and better than thousands of others are 
faring to-day. 

Our communication with the starting-point 
continued fairly good until we came within six 
miles of Heilbron, when it suddenly failed. 
I went back along the line, and eventually found 
the fault. After having repaired it and given 
.foy pony an hour's rest, I took a short cut for 
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Hcilbron, and arrived there at ten that night, 
only to find that during the time occupied by 
my return ride the wire had again stopped 
working. Having been in the saddle since six 
in the morning, I could do no more that night, 
although the Government, now installed here, 
was anxiously awaiting the resumption of com- 
munication. Early the next morning I started 
back. I considered it best to start testing from 
the middle of the line, and therefore went by road 
instead of following the fence. A few miles out 
of town I met De Wet's force, which was just 
retreating from Ventersburg. The men and 
animals were weary and dusty, but there was 
no depression noticeable ; hope seemed to spring 
up afresh after every defeat, and those who 
thought of the result at all were confident that, 
as the song of the camp had it, " No Englishman 
shall ever cross the Vaal." 

And now I shall try and draw you a picture 
of what I saw next It was a scene painfully 
humiliating for a Boer ; what it was for an 
Englishman I leave you to judge. 

Coming along in the dusty road was a little 
drove of cattle and horses, about twenty in all, 
shaggy animals, and of al) sizes, evidently the 
entire stock of some small farmer. Mounted 
astride on ponies, driving the sorry herd, their 
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faces sunburnt, their hair all in a tangle, and their 
air the most dejected possible, were two young 
girls of about fifteen and seventeen years. Follow- 
ing them was a rickety old waggon. Under the 
hood sat an aged man and his wife, the parents 
of the two girls. Not a soul to help these poor 
creatures in their wild flight. They did not even 
know whither they were fleeing — anywhere to 
keep out of the hands of the enemy. Slowly 
the little caravan passed out of sight. Who can 
tell what regrets for the past were felt by the aged 
couple? — what hopes for the future by the helpless 
lasses ? 

When I reached the intermediate station I found 
that the fault lay on the Lindley side. Towards 
Lindley I rode, testing the line frequently, but 
the sun went down and I was still testing. It 
grew too dark to see the wire distinctly, so I made 
for a farmhouse near by to seek shelter for the 
night. I knocked at the door, whereupon the 
light within was immediately extinguished. A 
minute or so after a native servant came round 
from the back, I gave him my horse to take 
to the stable, and waited for the door to be 
opened. Presently the Kafir returned and asked 
me to follow him to a side door, which he opened 
for me. I stepped inside, and found myself in 
the presence of about a dozen Boers, all armed, 
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and all gazing at me as if they had paid for the 
privilege. There was something tense in the 
situation. 

I broke the ice by asking them if they took 
me for a ghost. As soon as they heard me speak 
in Dutch the fixed stare gave way to a general 
grin. Then they explained, with a sigh of relief, 
that the zealous servant had told them with bated 
breath that 1 was a bold, bad Englishman, where- 
upon they had made the above preparations for 
receiving me. I did not fail to curse the native's 
stupidity, after which we sat down to a plentiful 
dinner. When this was over the mistress of the 
house made us a large bed on the floor, and soon 
my strange bedfellows and myself were slumber- 
ing like a lot of little cherubs. 

Leaving early the next morning, I followed 
the line without any success until within four 
miles of Lindley. Then I noticed a long column 
of vehicles and cavalry trekking over the hill to 
my right and towards the town. Presently an 
old Boer came driving by. 

" Do you know what that is?" he asked, pointing 
to the column. 

" No," 

" English." 

I observed the column attentively. Yes, he was 
right. The mystery was explained. Naturally 
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enough we could not get into communication 
with the town when it was already occupied 
by the enemy. The British had heard that 
the Government was in Lindley, and had there- 
fore made this sudden march, whilst wc believed 
them to be still in Kroonstad. It was most im- 
portant that the President should know the news 
immediately. I at once attached the vibrator to 
the line and called up Heilbron. 

" Here Heilbron," 

S Here P. The English are in Lindley." 

pWhat ! " 

• The English are in Lindley." 

" Impossible," 

" Please tell the President what I say." 

Silence. Presently the reply came — 

" Here Postmaster-General. The President says 
impossible. Enemy still in Kroonstad." 

" Not much ! Here they are, before my eyes. 
Please believe that there is no mistake." 

"Wait a bit." Then, "Where is Piet De Wet ? " 

" Probably cut off, and on the other side of the 
town." 

" Can you remain there for a while ? " 

"Yes." 

After a while, " You may return now." 

" Had I not better remain and watch their 
movements ? " 
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" Yes, do so." 

I remained in the neighbourhood that night and 
the next morning, but the enemy lay quiet in 
Lindley, so I returned to Heilbron. 

When 1 reported myself to the Postmaster- 
General, he said — 

" The President wants to see you." 

1 thought I was going to get into a scrape for 
not having been able to report anything further. 
However, I followed the Chief to a small building 
a few doors lower down the street. 

Entering, we found ourselves in a fairly roomy 
office, where two or three gentlemen were engaged 
in an earnest discussion. After being introduced 
to them I was taken into an inner office. Seated 
at a table, writing, was President Steyn. 

Although attired in plain black, like any other 
lawyer, there was a dignity in his bearing, and 
a force of character in his manner, that could not 
fail to make an impression on my mind, young as 
I was, 

" Well," he said, calling me by name, " where do 
you come from ? " 

My embarrassment was so great, in spite of the 
friendly smile that accompanied these words, that 
I could only stammer — 

"From Winburg, President," alluding to the last 
time I had seen him. 
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" No, no ! I mean to-day". 

"Oh, from Lindley. But I could not find out 
much more. Some think their next move will 
be towards Bethlehem, others think they are 
coming on here." 

" Ah ! Well, I know now that your information 
was correct, and I am satisfied with your work. 
I hope you will continue to be so successful. 
Now, go out there again, see what they are doing, 
and report to me." 

" Thank you, President," was all I could say, as 
he shook my hand, and I retired, highly gratified, 
as you may imagine. 
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MY first thought was that my pony would 
have to be shod before I could expect 
him to carry me any further. I found Judge 
Hertzog, then Chief of Commissariat, in the street, 
a young man still, of medium height, whose clear 
brow and incisive speech marked him out from 
amongst the crowd of farmers, policemen, and 
idlers that constantly surrounded him with requests 
for this, that, or the other lacking article or animal. 

He gave me an order to have my pony shod 
before all the others, a very important stipulation, 
for the ambulance horses had been waiting to be 
shod for a week. He added that he would supply 
us with other horses, but there were none to be 
bought I told him I knew of a farmer who had 
a horse for sale at eighty pounds. 

"Yes, he asks us eighty, and presently the 
enemy will come along and take it for nothing," 
replied Hertzog. 

I went to the blacksmith and handed him tlie 
order. 
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Yes, everybody wants to be first," said that 

y ; " but first come first served, says I." 
But this is for special servica" 
Can't help that" 

Do you mean to disobey the orders of the 
Government ? " 

Oh, no, not I ! But I have no nails ; may have 
a day or two." 
" Whose are those you are using now ? " 

They belong to the despatch riders' corps." 
I at once sought out the captain of the corps 
and persuaded him to count me out thirty nails. 
I then returned to the smith and held a candle 
for him whilst he shoed my horse. When I led 
the animal away I found that it was lame. 

'* That's nothing," said the smith, " It will soon 



" Oh, no. Just pull that shoe off and put it on 
again." 

This he did, and then the lameness disappeared. 
I took the animal to the stable, filled the crib with 
fodder, overhauled the vibrator, packed my saddle- 
bags, and went to bed. 

Early the next morning I started, making 
straight for the intermediate station. 

After three hours' riding 1 met a mounted police- 
man riding at full speed, or the best imitation of it 
that his mount could produce. "The English are 
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coming t" was all he uttered as he passed by. 
When I reached the farmhouse i heard shots 
falling just beyond the hill. The womenfolk on 
the farm were in a pitiful state of distress. They 
had ornamented the roof of the house with a 
white flag, following the custom then prevailing 
in those parts threatened by the enemy. 

" They've been fighting all the morning," they 
said, wiping their eyes, "and now our men are 
retreating. Whatever will become of us ? " 

I stabled my horse, walked to the fence, attached 
the vibrator, and called up Heilbron. No reply. 
The line was down again ! 

This discovery put me into a pretty bad temper. 
Presently about a dozen Boers came galloping 
along from the fighting line. On seeing me, the 
leader reined in and shouted — 

" What the devil is this ? What are you doing 
here ? " He took me for an Englishman, and 
thought this a good opportunity to gain distinc- 
tion. Thoroughly roused by his bullying tone, 
1 retorted — 

"And who the devil are you? And where the 
devil are you running away to in such a hurry?" 

Taken aback, he faltered — 

" Oh, I have orders from my commandant, which 
I must keep secret." 

" Yes, I know your kind of orders. Get away, 
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and don't interfere with men who are doing their 
duty." The band thereupon cleared off. Then a 
despatch rider came dashing up, his splendid black 
entire specked with foam. 

" I have an urgent despatch for the Government," 
he said, after we had made ourselves known to 
each other, " but ray mount is about done up after 
all the riding about I have done away on our left." 

" Give it me," I said ; " I'll repair the line and 
send it through." 

He handed me the message, and we walked over 
to the farmhouse. Whilst we were drinking a cup 
of coffee crowds of burghers rode past in retreat. 
Nearly every one stopped and asked for a glass of 
milk, a loaf of bread, or a few eggs. Their wants 
were supplied as far as possible. In every case 
money was offered, and in every case it was 
refused. 

With the despatch in my pocket I could not 
delay, so 1 took my nag and rode back along the 
fence. The very first test I made 1 found the line 
in order again. 1 transmitted the despatch, adding 
that there was nothing to stop the enemy from 
taking Heilbron that night This news caused 
some consternation, as may be imagined, and the 
Government left Heilbron immediately. 

When I had finished I saw coming towards me 
a young Free Stater, who had been sent out from 



So WITH STEYS AND DE WET 

Heilbron to remove the fault, which he had suc- 
ceeded in doing. 

" Let's go back to the farmhouse after sunset," I 
said, " and see if the British are there already." 

" Right ! " 

We waited till dark, and then carefully rode to 
the farm, making as little noise as possible. When 
near the house we dismounted, cautiously ap- 
proached, and peered through a window. Every- 
thing was quiet. We knocked. The housewife 
opened the door, pale and agitated. 

" They have not been here yet ? " I asked. 

" No, but we expect them every minute." 

We brought our horses into the yard, so as to be 
at hand, and entered the house. 

"Your husband is not back yet?" 

" No, but they say he is safe." 

The door opened noiselessly, and the man him- 
self stood before us. He had also taken a look 
through the window before entering. He placed 
his gun in a corner, kissed his wife and children, 
and shook hands with us. 

" We've had a hard day ; " he said, " let's go in 
to supper," 

After the meal, even more silent than is 
habitual amongst us, where talking at table is 
almost as bad form as making a joke with a 
minister would be in Sloper's Scotland, our 
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host told us that the English had camped on 
the spot where they had fought, and that he did 
not think they would march till daylight. It 
was best for us to sleep there that night, and 
leave with him before dawn. 

We agreed. 

"Father, can I go too?" asked his son, aged 
thirteen. 

"No, my boy, you must stay and help mother 
to manage the farm. It will be a long while 
ere father returns." 

" Oh, father ! I'm too old to stay in the house, 
like an old woman. Besides, Fm afraid they will 
make me prisoner." 

" Do you think they catch children like him ? " 
his mother asked anxiously. 

" No, I don't think they are so cruel," I replied ; 
" but one can never tell." 

**Well, they won't get the chance," said the 
plucky little fellow. "As soon as I see them 
coming, I shall take my mare and go and hide 
in the hills." 

The mother did not say anything. She bore up 
bravely, as our women ever do. Heaven bless 
them! Was it not but some ten miles from 
this very spot that years before a handful of 
our pioneers had gained the victory at Vecht 
Kop, when the women loaded the guns and 
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handed them to the men as the latter unflini 
ingly beat back the tremendous horde of mad< 
dened blacks that flung themselves against 
hastily drawn circle of waggons. Does not 
old lady still bear the scars of the nineteen stabs 
she received on that day ? Our women arc 
women indeed, and worthy mothers of the race 
that yet shall people all Africa and rule itself. 

Do not think I am flying too high. The average 
Boer family numbers ten children. Boys are in 
the majority. If at present we have thirty 
thousand warriors (I am not counting the wasters), 
it follows that in two generations we shall have 
three hundred thousand. Taking the proportion 
then, as now, of ten to one, Britain will have 
to employ against us in 1940 no less than three 
million men I And when that time comes, the 
children of to-day will have the recollection of 
the concentration camps and of a few otht 
little trifles to strengthen their backbone. 

The concentration camps ! Fit subject ft 
Dante, who in the Divina Comedta portrays 
no other can the maddened heart of a fatht 
doomed to see his children waste away befoi 
his very eyes. There are many relentless Ugoli 
among the Boers to-day. 

I firmly believe that a steady process of infantt- 
cide was never intended to be the raison d'itre oj 
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these camps ; no civilised nation could deliberately 
sanction a system cemented with the bones and 
blood of innocent babes. And the British are a 
civilised nation. 

No, the fault does not lie in the system itself, 
but in its application. It is a humane idea carried 
out inhumanely, so inhumanely that when the 
Black Hole of Calcutta is forgotten Englishmen 
will still hang their heads for shame at the 
mention of concentration. 

What the Levite concubine's outraged flesh was 
to Israel the infant mortality is to the Afrikanders 
of the Cape and Natal, who, a hundred thousand 
strong, may at any moment lose their self-control 
and throw in their lot with their brethren. Then 
Britain will tear the bandage from her eyes, but 
it will be too late. 

Let me remind Canon Knox-Little, and those 
other divines who can complacently view the 
children's Golgotha, of the words of their Master : 
"But wkoso shall offend one of these Utile ones, it 
were better that a millstone were hanged about his 
neck, and he were drowned in the depth of the sea." 

But to return. After the usual reading of 
the Gospel, we retired for the night. Our sleep, 
however, was none too secure. At about two 
o'clock the dogs set up a terrible howling. My 
heart beat loudly. We were in for it now! But 
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no, it was only the farmer's son, who came to 
tel! us to get ready. 

We rose at once. Our host said a long good- 
bye to his wife and children, and wc rode away 
in the misty night, a keen wind cutting through i 
flesh and bone. l 

After a very long hour we reached the house ' 
of our guide's brother. 

We got in without awakening the inmates, 
and entered a small bedroom, where two young 
men were lying asleep. They woke on hearing 
us move about, and struck a match. 

"Good morning," t said; "rather early, isn't it?" 

" Yes," they replied, waiting for me to explain. 
I kept quiet, however, and watched the expression 
on their faces gradually change from surprise to 
uneasiness, and from uneasiness to alarm. Then 
I briefly explained the situation to the young 
men, after which we went to sleep in our chairs j 
till daybreak, when the servant entered with the 1 
morning coffee. 

Our guide took us into the parlour and intro- I 
duced us to his sister-in-law. He then left to ] 
rejoin his commando. 

We stayed to breakfast, and then also left, i 
making for Heilbron, but not feeling quite sure I 
as to whether we should reach it before the I 
enemy. After travelling a couple of hours we I 
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observed half a dozen horsemen appear against 
the skyline on our left. From the way they were 
spread out we judged them to be English. To 
make sure we rode a little nearer. On coming 
round one of the numerous undulating bulten, we 
saw three horsemen making for us at full speed. 
We at once wheeled round and took up a position 
behind some rocks. When the horsemen came 
closer we found that they were Boers. They told 
us, however, that the men first observed by us 
were really British, which accounted for their 
haste, and that the whole column was following 
just behind. 

Now that we had located the enemy we felt 
more at ease. The scouts were riding near the 
road along which the wire ran, about seven miles 
from the town. Cutting across in plain sight of 
the enemy, we fixed the vibrator to the fence, 
and called up Heilbron, We heard the instru- 
ments working in the office, but got no reply to 
our hurried call. The scouts were about fifteen 
hundred yards away. We continued calling ; they 
continued approaching, carefully inspecting every 
foot of ground before them. It seemed strange 
to us that the scouts of a column on the march 
should search for the enemy within five hundred 
yards only of the main body. But perhaps that 
is what they teach at Sandhurst. Presently the 
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head of the column came in sight from behind the 
rise. The scouts were now within eight hundred 
yards. We quietly mounted our horses and rode 
away. They gave no sign of having observed our 
movements. When some distance away, we looked 
back and saw that the whole column had halted, 
about seven thousand men. 

We reached Heilbron to find the place prac- 
tically deserted. Wishing to see the enemy enter 
the town, we delayed our departure. Some hours 
passed, and nothing happened to denote the 
proximity of the British. We feared that they 
might be surrounding the town before entering 
it, so we left for Frankfort, following the road 
taken by the President the night before. 
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^E had gone about a mile, when suddenly 
;ore of horsemen made their appear- 
ance on top of the rise before us. Not knowing 
whether they were friends or foes, we swerved 
away to the left, regaining the road by a detour. 
After sunset we saw a small bonfire blaze forth 
about three miles away in the direction we were 
going. We hardly knew what to make of such 
an unusual sight. The night was a fairly dark 
one, but we pushed on rapidly. In the middle 
of a hard canter my horse suddenly struck his 
forefeet against some obstacle, and came crashing 
down upon his head. It was an anxious moment 
for me. When we had disentangled ourselves I 
hastened to feel the pony's knees, and found to 
my joy that they were but little damaged. Whilst 
still laughing over this mishap, we heard voices 
to our right. We listened for a moment First 
came the question in English — 

" Where are they ? " 

Then the reply — 
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" Don't know where they are now." 

This was enough for us, and we sped forth as 
silentiy and as fast as possible. 

On approaching the bonfire we heard more 
voices — Dutch this time. We rode up to the 
group standing round the fire. Several friends 
came forward to greet us, and we became aware 
that this was the President's party — about thirty 
men in all. 

" Where are your sentries ? " I asked. 

"Just going out now." 

"Who is in chaige?" 

" The President's secretary." 

Calling the latter aside, I said — 

" I don't wish to cause an alarm, but on coming 
along about a mile from here we heard men calling 
to each other in English. At one o'clock the 
British were only fifteen miles from here; your 
bonfire may have drawn a patrol hither." 

" What is it ? Who has arrived ? " asked Steyn, 
coming out of his tent. We gave him all the 
information we had gained. He immediately 
ordered all lights to be extinguished, and sent 
the guard to find out what the voices meant 
All were relieved when it turned out to have 
been merely a couple of the President's bodyguard 
searching for their horses. 

Early the next morning a couple of deserters 
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were brought in. They had been caught trying 
to slip past ia the night. One said he had a sick 
son at home, and was only going to see him, 
perhaps for the last time. The other was going 
home to fetch better horses, and so forth. They 
were so unfortunate as to call upon the Deity to 
testify to the truth of their assertions. This 
roused Steyn's ire. 

" How dare you be guilty of such sacrilege ? " 
he cried. " It is tikis cursed habit of yours of 
using God's name upon every trivial occasion that 
makes our enemies think us a nation of hypocrites ! 
Back to your commandoes at once ! " 

The men slunk away. We enjoyed their dis- 
comfiture in a measure, for, with all reverence 
for true religion, it must be confessed that many 
of these gentry thought psalm-singing all that 
was required of them, and did not hesitate to 
leave their less " elect " brethren to bear the brunt 
of the fighting. 

After breakfast I walked down to the telegraph 
line connecting Heilbron and Frankfort, which ran 
past this point. Taking about ten yards of "cable" 
wire, I cleaned about a foot of it in the middle, 
tied one end to my spanner, and threw the latter 
over the line. The swing carried it over a second 
time, the two ends hanging just above the ground. 
Attaching one end to the instrument, I heard the 
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English telegraphist in Heilbron calling up Kroon- 
staclt, and the Boer telegraphist in Frankfort 
working to Reitz. 

! immediately climbed the pole and cut the 
Frankfort side of the line. Then I took another 
piece of cable, and connected the earth terminal 
of the vibrator with the telegraph pole. The 
British signals now came through beautifully clear. 
The first message that passed was one from 
General Hamilton to Lord Roberts, announcing 
his arrival at Heilbron, the details of the two 
engagements fought during the march, the number 
of killed and wounded, and the state of his force 
— "often hungry, but cheerful." Then followed 
some others of lesser Importance. The President's 
party were just driving away. I left my assistant 
with the vibrator, ran across to the road, and 
handed His Honour the messages. He smiled 
as he read the report and appeared highly gratified. 
After a few words of encouragement to me he 
drove on, and I returned to the line. The signals 
were now so weak, however, that nothing could 
be distinguished. 

We saddled our horses and rode towards Heil- 
bron, intending to try again closer to the town. 
We had not gone far before the captain of the 
despatch riders and one of his men overtook us, 
They had been ordered by the President to place 
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themselves at my disposition. Four men would 
have attracted too much attention, however, and 
I persuaded them to return. We two rode on 
until almost on top of the hill overlooking Heil- 
bron, when we dismounted. Drawing the horses 
behind a low stone wall, we attached the instru- 
ment to the line. I listened. There were no 
fewer than five different vibrators calling each 
other, some strong and clear, others sounding 
weak and far, like "horns of Elfland faintly 
blowing." Presently the disputing signals died 
away, and one musical note alone took up the 
strain. 

Never was lover more absorbed in the thrilling 
sound of his divinity's voice than I in the notes 
of that vibrator, seemingly wailing up from the 
bowels of the earth. 

Nor was my attention unrewarded, 

" From Chief of Staff, Honingspruit," came the 
words, "to Genera] Hamilton, Heilbron." Then 
followed orders. How Hamilton was to march 
from Heilbron ; how Broadwood was to move 
from Ventersburg, the entire plan of campaign for 
the next few weeks! A mass of information to 
gladden the heart of our steadfast chief. "Hurrah!" 
we whispered to each other, as I carefully put the 
precious message in a safe place. 

Then some harsh, grating sounds were heard in 
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the microphone. The wires were evidently being 
overhauled in Heilbron. Complete silence fol- 
lowed. Hearing a couple of shots fired on our 
left, we removed all traces of our work and rode 
back to our starting-point, well satisfied with the 
valuable information we had so fortunately ob- 
tained. I at once sent my assistant after the 
President with the despatch. Fearing that the 
enemy might send a patrol here during the night, 
I left for Frankfort, and arrived there at mid- 
night Before leaving, however, I had instructed 
my assistant to join up the line where I had cut 
it, if upon his return the next morning he should 
find the place still free from the enemy. 




THE Utile village of Frankfort was wrapped 
in slumbering darkness when I entered it 
Cold and hungry after the five hours' journey, I 
did not scruple to knock up the Postmaster. 
With an instinct of good-fellowship that did him 
credit, he at once made me welcome ; breaking up 
a couple of empty boxes, we made a rattling fire, 
and soon big gulps of cocoa were chasing the last 
few shivers from my wearied frame. 

My last thought as I wrapped my blanket round 
me and stretched myself out on the floor was of 
the despatch I had sent after the President. 
Suppose my messenger lost the document or was 
captured ! But I would soon know, for if I found 
the line joined through at eight o'clock, according 
to my orders, it would be a proof that he had 
returned and found the coast clear. 

The little office was crowded with busy clerks 
when I opened my eyes the next morning. Cast- 
ing a rapid glance at the clock, 1 saw it was almost 
eight. There was no time to lose. I grasped the 
useful little vibrator with one hand, flung the 
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blanket into a comer with the other, and set off, 
calling to the native servant to follow with a 
ladder. It was not advisable to operate under the 
eyes of the townspeople, so I marched across the 
bridge and into the veld, until a suitable spot was 
reached. No sooner had I thrown my wire over the 
line than I again heard British and Dutch signals 
intermingled. Good ! My message was safe. 

The Kafir shinned up the pole and cut the 
wire, permitting the British signals only to come 
through. I listened intently to the various more 
or less interesting messages being exchanged by 
the enemy. Presently a new and stronger note 
broke in — 

" Hello ! Here, Sergeant-Major Devons. Who 
are you ? " 

Devons ? Those are the fellows that we fought 
at Ladysmith, But what — how comes he here? 
Listen 

"Here, Heilbron. We're just waiting to leave. 
Crowds of Boers on the hills." 

"Ah! I say, I've pushed on, quite by myself, 
for fully twelve miles," said the hoarse note of the 
non-com. 's vibrator. "When I reached Roberts' 

Horse the chief said I was d d lucky to get 

through ! " 

" Good on you ! " replied his admiring hearer. 
" This is a bit different from old Tyneside, ain't it?" 
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I" Cheer up ; we shaH soon be In Pretoria." 

" Confound you ! " said I, dashing my fist on the 
key, " you're not there yet ! " 

To prevent myself from interrupting them, ad- 
vertently or otherwise, I had taken the precaution 
to disconnect the battery, so my little outbreak 
did no harm. 

Then the sergeant-major sent a long message 
to his chief, Captain Faustnett, duly informing the 
latter of the distance he had come, all by himself, 
and of what the officer commanding Roberts' 
Horse had said, after which the Heilbron man 
imarked — 

" Good-bye, we're off." Silence followed. 

The net result of the morning's work was the 
;nowledge that Hamilton was leaving Heilbron at 
that very moment, and leaving it ungarrisoned. 
This information I hastened to communicate to 
my chief, with the result that within a very short 
space of time we were again in telegraphic com- 
munication with that town and in possession of 
several hundred sick and wounded that the British 
had kindly left to our care. At Spion Kop we 
wanted their wounded, but did not get them ; here 
we did not want them in the least, but we got 
them all the same. 

My next task was the maintenance of the fence 
line between Frankfort and Reitz. A testing 
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station had been established half-way between the 
two vilSages, consequently the communication was 
fairly good and there was not much for me to do. 
One day a message arrived from my chief in 
Pretoria, asking me to go thither, and accompany 
him northwards when the capital should be aban- 
doned. The Postmaster-General of the Free 
State, however, insisted upon my remaining a 
few days longer. 

A little while after De Wet's commando entered 
the village about a thousand strong. The rumour 
went that De Wet was going to rest for a week 
and then strike a heavy blow. No sooner had the 
column halted on the bank of the river than De 
Wet himself rode over to our office, accom- 
panied by his secretary. They wrote out a few 
telegrams, and then De Wet entered into con- 
versation with the Post master- General. His tone 
and manner lacked the slightest cordiality. He 
asked the Postmaster- General whether he was 
sure, quite sure, that the British side of our tele- 
graph lines was always cut, so that the enemy 
could not tap our messages. Yes, the chief was 
quite sure. But De Wet thought it best that 
instructions to that effect should be re-issued, 
so as to leave no excuse for any possible negli- 
gence. This suggestion was carried out on the 
spot. 
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The chief then introduced me to De Wet. 
Compared with Louis Botha, or almost any other 
of our generals, De Wet presented but a sorry sight. 
His manners are uncouth, and his dress careless to 
a degree. His tactlessness, abrupt speech, and his 
habit of thrusting his tongue against his palate 
at every syllable, do not lessen his undeniable 
unattractiveness. But De Wet, if he lacks culture, 
certainly has an abundance of shrewdness, and is 
not without some dignity at times. And I must 
confess that it is chiefly owing to De Wet and 
Steyn that the war did not end with the fall of 
Pretoria. What is the secret of his success ? This, 
he has one idea, one only — the independence of 
his country. Say to him — 

" If the English win " and he breaks in — 

" If the heavens fall " 

Choosing his lieutenants by results only, he is 
assured of good service. An incorrect report, and 
the unlucky scout is tried by court-martial. 

Whilst giving this modem Cincinnatus due 
credit for his undoubted smartness, it must be 
borne in mind that the movements of the Free 
State forces were generally determined by the 
Oorlogscommissie, a body made up of President 
Steyn, Judge Hertzog, Advocate De Villiers, and 

fo or three other prominent men, whose trained 
lUects concerted the plan of campaign, De Wet 
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being entrusted with its execution. He had 
power to alter details according as circumstances 
might dictate, but that was all. 

And he had men to aid him like General Philip 
Botha (third of three brothers, generals), Com- 
mandant Olivier (now captured), Captain Theron 
(killed near Krugersdorp), besides others whose 
names have never been heard of, but who, if 
De Wet were captured to-morrow, would be both 
willing and able to take his place. 

One peculiar feature of the Afrikander character 
is the complete absence of anything approaching 
hero-worship. Perhaps this is due to the habit of 
ascribing success to the favour of Providence, 
However this may be, it is certain that General 
Joubert's death hardly excited even a momentary 
thrill of regret, in spite of his years of service as 
Commandant-General. As for erecting a monu- 
ment to the memory of any of our great men, why, 
we are all equal, they say, and anyone could have 
done as much. 

Notwithstanding this characteristic of the people, 
De Wet, secure in the favour of the Government, 
knows how to make himself obeyed and respected. 
I have seen burghers retreat who, upon being 
stopped and threatened with death by their officer, 
have torn open their coats and shouted, " Shoot I 
Shoot me, if you dare ! I shall not turn back ! " 
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I cannot imagine anyone venturing to take up 
["this attitude towards De Wet. He would certainly 
not hesitate to carry out a threat through any fear 
of the consequences. And yet it was my fortune 
to incur his displeasure. It came about in this 
way. The chief sent for me one day and said — 

"You have asked to be allowed to return to the 
Transvaal. But there is a chance for you to do 
some very important work just now. Do you 
mind remaining three or four days longer ? " 

" Not at all." 

"Very well. De Wet leaves to-morrow. You 
' will accompany him. He wants you to tap the 
British lines near Kroonstad. You may attach 
yourself to Scheepers' corps, but you will be in no 
way subordinate to him, and you will use your 
own discretion in the execution of your duty. 
He will give you every aid and assistance. Try 
and get a horse from him, as we are short." 

The chief then showed me a map whereon was 
marked out our line of route. It was evidently 
going to be an exciting adventure, and I thanked 
him warmly for having .selected rae to take part 
in the expedition. I then went and hunted up 
Scheepers, whom I found in his tent. This is 
the same Scheepers who later operated in Cape 
Colony, and whom Chamberlain has taken such 
a dislike to. I can assure the Secretary for the 
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Colonies that Scheepers is an amiable and harm- 
less young man, who would probably now be 
teaching a Sunday-school class had Joseph not 
been such a dreamer. 

"Well, Scheepers," I said, "so I am to ac- 
company you to-morrow. Can you supply me 
with a horse?" 

"That will be difficult," he replied, "but if 
money can buy one you shall have it," 

This seemed good enough. Early the next 
morning the commando was on the march. 
Scheepers had kept his word and sent me a horse. 
It was not an attractive animal outwardly, being 
of an indefinite shade between white and grey, 
and with an unnecessary profusion of projections 
adorning its attenuated frame. However, there 
was no time to lose, and I mounted the steed, 
trusting it might possess moral qualities which 
would atone for its physical defects. 

The animal went very well as long as I did 
not interfere with the bent of its wayward desire, 
which was to proceed in any direction but the 
right one. Have you ever steered an extremely 
willing young thing through her first waltz? If 
so you will know what my feelings were after the 
first hour. And now just imagine that the waltz 
lasted for four hours, and you will have some idea 
of my sufferings, for that is the length of time 
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I was compelled to spend on the back of my new 
acquisition. 

Scheepers had sent a couple of men on ahead 
few days before in order to see if the coast 
s clear. One of his heliographists and myself 
now rode ahead of the column, planted a helio- 
raph on a suitable spot, and called up towards 
a high hill beyond Heilbron, where it had been 
arranged that the two scouts should be about 

^^^^this hour. Scarcely had our heliograph glittered 

^^^Bfor a moment in the sun when back from the hilt 

^^^^Bame a long flash of light. 

^^^^B " What news P " we asked. 

^^^^V " All quiet," came the reply. 

^^^V We returned to the column, which was marching 

^^^TTonderfully slowly, and informed Scheepers, who 
was pleased to find his men so punctual. As we 
rode along he asked me a few particulars about 
the vibrator, wire tapping, and so on. I told him 
how at Spion Kop the wire failed at the very 
moment it was needed most. 

"Yes," he remarked thoughtfully, "trifles often 
make all the difference. I had an experience of 
that myself one night not so long ago. We had 
laid a nice little trap near Kroonstad, put a charge 
of dynamite on the rails, placed the men in 
position, and waited for a train to come along. 
After a few hours of suspense the latter appeared, 
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and just as it was going over the charge I pressed 
the button. What do you think happened ? " 

" The unexpected, I suppose ? " 

" Precisely. To our disgust the dynamite did 
not do the rest, and the train puffed tranquilly 
past. One of my battery wires had become dis- 
connected in the dark, and through that one little 
detail the whole thing was spoilt." 

" At least from your point of view," I said 
jestii'igly. " But think what a narrow escape you 
had yourselves. The train might have stopped, a 
searchlight might have thrown its piercing gleam 
over your waiting band, and a volley from a 
battery of maxims might have strewn the shud- 
dering veld with your palpitating bodies!" 

" Oh, no danger of that I " replied Scheepers 
lightly ; " we knew there were no Graphic artists 
on board ! " 

Towards sunset the head of the column halted, 
nine miles from Heilbron, having done only twenty 
miles during the whole day's march. I say the 
head of the column, because the body of it was 
still straggling somewhere along the road, to say 
nothing of the tail. We went to bed hungry, the 
men with the waggon being too lazy to make a 
fire. I consoled myself with the prospect of a 
good breakfast in Heilbron the next morning, and 
slept as well as the cold would let me. 



ROODEWAL 
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* ' it was still dark. I roamed about in the 
gloom searching for my errant Rosinante. After 
describing half a dozen circles [ returned to the 
waggon, to find the missing steed no longer astray, 
but peacefully grazing away about six feet from 
the aforesaid vehicle. It was a demon of a horse, 
no doubt about that We upsaddled and stood 
shivering in the cold, our ears and noses fast 
becoming frostbitten, and waited for the body 
of the column to catch up to us, for it now 
appeared that everyone had gone to sleep where 
he pleased the night before. De Wet was in a 
furious rage. 

" I told them we were to be in Heilbron at 
sunrise ! " he shouted. " I wish the British would 
catch and castrate every one of them, so that they 
may be old women in reEility." 

His railing did not accelerate the approach of 
the loiterers, and it was long after sunrise when we 
finally made a start for Heilbron — nine miles 
distant. When we neared the town Scheepers, 
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myself, and another went forward to reconnoitre. 
What was our surprise to find that the whole 
place was full of English! They had suddenly 
entered the town the night before. I at once 
went back and informed De Wet, who ordered 
the column to halt and outspan. Testing the 
telegraph line, I found that whereas there were 
no British signals audible, our own signals from 
Frankfort could be heard very plainly. The 
Frankfort telegraphist was busy calling Heilbron, 
not knowing that the town had again changed 
masters. As his was an ordinary Morse instru- 
ment I could not communicate with him, but I 
did the next best thing by cutting the wire. The 
presence of the enemy in Heilbron was a check 
for us. We did not expect Colville to come 
forward so rapidly. It was necessary to modify 
our plan of campaign, and De Wet and several of 
the commandants rode to a farm some six miles 
away to consult with the President, who had 
pitched his tent at that spot. Scheepers was still 
away scouting. His men made no effort to pre- 
pare any food, and as I was beginning to suffer 
from hunger the situation was anything but 
pleasant for me It is hard to realise the amount 
of selfishness which generally prevails in a laager 
or commando. It is a case of everyone for himself. 
There is no regular distribution of rations every 
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day, as in other armies. The commando is divided 
into messes of about ten men each. To this mess 
is given every now and then a live ox and a bag 
of meal. The ox is killed and cut into biltong, 
and the meal baked into stormjagers, a kind of 
dumpling fried in dripping. Now Scheepers' 
little corpSj which consisted of half a dozen men, 
was probably not very well off itself in the matter 
of provisions — in any case, they offered me none. 
The commissariat consisted of nothing but oxen 
and meal, cold comfort for me. I rode back a 
couple of miles to a spot where a field telegraph 
office had been opened. Standing in the open veld 
under the telegraph line was a Cape cart, under the 
cart a telegraph instrument. This was the office. 

" Can you give me anything to eat ? " I asked 
the telegraphist, one of our most capable men. 

" Very sorry," he answered ; " I've been here for 
a week, and no one has troubled to send me any 
food. I've managed to get a loaf of bread from 
that farm yonder now and then, but their supply 
is exhausted, and I don't know what to do next." 

"Why don't you ask the President's party for 
food ? We all know they fare well enough." 
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amount of work they can get rfjut of i 
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; what r 



r troubles are ! ' 
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This was really a shameful state of affairs, and 
I began to grow disgusted with the whole business. 
Not satisfied with refusing to supply him with food, 
a passing commando had stolen his cart-liorses, so 
that he had no means of leaving the spot 

It was a clear case of selfish and brutal 
neglect. I condoled with the poor fellow, and 
rode back to the laager. De Wet was still 
absent. It appeared that we were going to lie 
there for days, instead of the whole expedition 
being over in a day or two. After thinking the 
matter over, I decided to return to Frankfort and 
carry out my intention of going back to the 
Transvaal, Upon reaching Frankfort I explained 
the matter to the Postmaster -Genera!, adding that 
the expedition would probably take a couple of 
weeks, by which time the Free State would ah'eady 
be cut off from the Transvaal, and my return 
rendered impossible. He urged upon me, how- 
ever, to postpone my departure. During the day 
a telegram arrived from De Wet, saying he had 
now decided to move forward, and asking that I 
should accompany him. So convinced was I that 
his attempt would end in a fiasco, in spite of his 
knowledge of the enemy's movements, that I per- 
suaded the chief to send another in my place. 
De Wet was extremely annoyed, but I was foolish 
enough to insist Judge of my regret when, a 
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week or so later, we heard of the magnificent blow 
delivered at Roodewal. After this sudden swoop 
De Wet returned to the vicinity of Heilbron. The 
chief and I drove out to his camp. It was in- 
teresting to see his entire band clad in complete 
khaki, with only the flapping, loose-hanging felt 
hats to show their nationality. Wristlets, watches, 
spy-glasses, chocolate, cigarettes, were now as 
common as in ordinary times they were rare. 
Heliographic and telegraphic instruments by the 
cartload. No doubt about it, Roodewal came at 
an opportune moment. Roberts was pressing 
Botha hard in front, and this stunning blow at 
his lines of communication compelled him to 
pause. Think of his forces fighting through that 
rigorous winter, wearing only their summer 
uniforms! No wonder their ardour grew cool! 

Theron's corps now came through from the 
Transvaal and joined De Wet. Theron, dis- 
satisfied with his treatment by the Transvaal 
Government, was here received with open arms. 
His hundred and fifty young fellows were as 
keen as ever ; it did one's eyes good to see one 
corps at least where discipline was not despised. 
Theron was a slightly built young lawyer, with 
an expression of the deepest sadness, due to the 
premature decease of hisjiancie. He took care of 
his men, fed and horsed them well, led them into 
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hot corners and saw them safely out again. 
Terrible indeed must be the engagement when 
one of Theron's men is abandoned by his com- 
rades. " No cowards need apply " was the motto 
of the band, held together by an esprit de corps 
without equal; and no cowards did. When the 
corps passed Frankfort Theron commandeered a 
horse from an alleged British subject. The latter 
threatened to appeal to the Government, and came 
into town for the purpose, vowing vengeance on 
Theron's devoted head. 

"I enjoy myself," said Theron to me, "when 
they threaten me. It is when they come to me 
with soft words that I cannot resist" 

As a matter of fact, the Government sustained 
Theron's action, and the owner of the animal was 
obliged to ask Theron to take two others for it. 
This he agreed to do, and thus ended the only 
instance of which I know in which the Free State 
Government allowed anything to be commandeered 
from a British subject. 

The capture of the Yeomanry took place about 
this time. There have been several attempts to 
explain this affair. It was said in our laagers at 
the time that Colonel Sprague, immediately after 
his surrender, remarked to our commandant that 
he would shoot the Lindley telegraphist if he 
could get hold of him, because the latter had 
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tampered with his message asking for reinforce- 
ments. This was quite possible, for at this time 
most of the British telegrams passed through our 
hands before reaching their destination. If I 
might venture to express an opinion, formed at 
the time, I should say that General ColvilJe was 
absolutely free from any blame in connection with 
the capture of the Yeomanry — an incident to 
which we attached very little importance, being 
interested merely in the military qualities of our 
opponents, and in their social rank not at all. 

When Run die's force was at Senekal and 
Brabant's Horse at Harmonia every one of their 
telegrams was read by a telegraphist attached to 
one of the commandoes lying in the vicinity. 
Several of these messages were in cipher, it is 
true, but many of them were not. It was largely 
owing to information thus obtained that the 
British sustained a rather severe check when they 
advanced against our positions near Senekal. One 
would think the enemy would have taken strict 
precautions against their plans leaking out in this 
manner, but I presume we were considered rather 
too dense for that kind of thing. 

The affair of Roodewal decided Roberts to send 
back a strong column to keep us off his flanks. 
It was only infantry, and we got quite tired of 
waiting for it to reach us. It reached Villiersdorp 
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eventually, and we fell back from Frankfort to- 
wards Bethlehem — the new headquarters. It was 
with heavy hearts that we said good-bye to our 
kind friends in Frankfort, for well we knew by 
this time what the passage of a British column 
meant for the defenceless non-combatants — houses 
broken down and burnt, children and greybeards 
torn from their families, and all the other useless 
and unnecessary cruelties that have broken so 
many lives, converted so many joyous homesteads 
into tombstones of black despair, and imprinted 
into the very souls of many Afrikanders an in- 
eradicable loathing and hatred of everything 
British. As Boadicea felt towards the Roman, so 
feels many a Boer matron to-day against the 
Briton, and when Britons shall have followed 
Romans into the history of the past, the Afrik- 
ander race shall write an epitaph upon their 
cenotaph. Ambition ! By that sin fell the 
angels, and by that sin fall the Angles. But 
oh, the pity of it! For of all the nations that 
in turn have risen and waxed great upon the 
surface of the globe, there are none for whose 
ideals the Boers fee! more sympathy than for 
those of the British. It is the paralysing differ- 
ence between the ideal and the real that is 
creating the gulf which threatens our eternal 
Reparation. 



OFF TO THE TRANSVAAL 

WHEN we reached Reitz, on our way to 
Bethlehem, another young Transvaaler 
and myself obtained permission to try and reach 
the Transvaal. The enemy's columns were 
traversing the intervening country in all direc- 
tions, but we determined that the attempt was 
worth making. Bidding goc5d-bye to our Free 
State colleagues, we left the little village that 
was later to become famous as the scene of the 
capture of the Free State Government, and re- 
traced our way to Frankfort. The send-off given 
us took the form of a little reunion in the parlour 
of the modest hotel. Here there were gathered 
together some dozen young Free Staters, and an 
impromptu smoking concert was held. Everyone 
present was compelled to give a song or recite 
something. The first on the programme was 
Byron's "When we two parted," which was sung 
with fine effect by a blushing young burgher. 
Next came the* old camp favourite, " The Spanish 
Cavalier." The sentimental recollections induced 
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by these two songs were speedily dissipated by a 
rattling comic song in Dutch, "Op kaar hot oog 
sit'n fratje" A few recitations followed. One of 
the reciters had just enunciated the lines — 

"Within the circle of your incantation 
No blight nor mildew falls, 
No fierce unrest, nor lust, nor lost ambition. 
Passes those airy walls" — 

when a mocking voice came floating in at the 
window — 

"Are you referring to Downing Street?" It 
was a captured British officer, who, roaming about 
the village, had been attracted by our revelry. 
He was evidently no follower of the expand-or- 
burst policy of the British Cabinet. 

This appropriate interpellation put an end to 
the proceedings. We set off, unarmed, as we 
had sent our Mausers back to the Transvaal some 
time before, and mounted on a pair of nags that 
were plainly unfit to make the Journey, Long 
before we reached Frankfort, in fact, my com- 
panion's horse gave in. We rode to a farmer's 
house near the road to try and find another 
mount. A boy of thirteen was the only male 
person on the farm. Yes, he had a pony. Would 
he exchange it for ours, and take something to 
boot? No fear, what he wanted was cash. How 
much? Thirteen pounds. But thirteen is an 
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unlucky number; better take twelve. In that 
case, he would prefer to take fourteen, The pony 
was worth the price, the cash changed hands, 
and we continued our journey. Some miles from 
Frankfort we met two Boers, who told us that 
they had also meant to return to the Transvaal, 
but had heard that the enemy were so close to 
Frankfort that they had decided to turn back. 
We determined to continue, however, and shortly 
after dark we cautiously entered the village. The 
enemy had not yet arrived, but were expected 
early the next morning. We consulted one of 
our friends in the village, who advised us to 
try and cross the railway near Standerton. We 
decided to follow his advice, and left early the 
next morning, A few mites out of town we 
observed several horsemen to our left Fearing 
these were British, we swerved to the right, 
cutting across country. Keeping a good look-out, 
we continued our way till evening, when we were 
overtaken by a farmer driving a cart. He was 
lame and had never been on commando, but on 
the approach of the British columns had left his 
home to their mercy. He conducted us to the 
modest cottage of his brother-in-law, where we 
found a bed for ourselves and stabling for our 
horses. Before sunrise the next morning we were 
again on our way. Through the thick mist we 



to their farms near by, had got left behind, I 

at once suspected that they meant to lay down 
their arms, but it would never have done to say 
so, so I contented myself with demanding their 
advice as to the best way of rejoining the afore- 
said commando. They were not very anxious 
to rejoin it themselves, and consequently re- 
presented the matter as being extremely difficult. 
At length they showed us a farm near the 
British camp, and recommended our going thither, 
as the people there would be able to give us all 
possible help. We reached the farm just after 
sunset to the accompaniment of barking dogs and 
hissing geese. The door was opened by a feeble 
old man, who, with his equally aged wife, were 
apparently the only occupants of the place. As 
soon as it was evident that we were friends, 
however, two strapping sons made their appear- 
ance from a kopje t)ehind the house, where the 
clatter of our horses' hoofs had caused them to 
take refuge. They informed us that they had 
followed the enemy's movements throughout the 
day, and that the line was so well guarded that 
our getting through was extremely unlikely. But 
we could sleep there that night, and the next 
morning we could see what was to be done. 

During the evening the old father recounted, 
with much humour, his experience of Theron's 
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merry band. How they hkd come there in the 
middle of the night, knocked him up, stabled their 
horses in his yard, asked for bread, brod^ brood; 
eggs, eiers^ ejerSy in all the dialects under the 
sun, how they had actually plucked the oranges 
from his trees, until he was forced to ask Theron 
to station a guard in the orchard ! But the next 
morning they had paid for everything, and ridden 
away, singing and shouting. 

Nothing in the old gentleman's manner to show 
that the enemy were camped only four miles 
away, although he knew very well that they would 
visit him the next day, and probably deprive him 
sooner or later of all he possessed. Only down 
the face of his white-haired wife rolled silent tears 
as she gazed at the bearded faces of her stalwart 
sons and thought of the long farewell that they 
would bid her on the morrow ! 

When we rose the next morning we lost no 
time in making for the high, boulder -strewn 
kopje behind the house. Here we found the 
farmer's sons, armed, their horses at hand, gazing 
through a large telescope at the British camp, 
which could be plainly distinguished with the 
naked eye. 

Presently a small party of scouts left the camp 
and came in our direction, riding slowly, and 
eyeing every little rise or depression in the ground 
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with the utmost distrust. They reached a farm- 
house lying between their camp and ourselves, 
and after a while we saw a cart leave the farm 
and drive towards the camp. Another Boer lay- 
ing down his arms, beguiled by Buller's blarney ! 
Then the scouts catne nearer and nearer. When 
within a thousand yards or so they encountered 
a troop of mares grazing on the veld. Round 
and round these they rode, plainly intending to 
annex any that might suit them. My friends 
were strongly tempted to fire on these cattle 
thieves. Only the thought of their aged parents 
restrained them, for they well knew the result 
would be the burning down of their home. 

It was plain that the scouts were making for 
this farm. We hurried down to the house, saddled 
our horses — mine still suffering and hardly able 
to go at a trot, and went to say good-bye to 
our hosts. 

"Yes, my children," said the old lady, "it is 
better to go, for should the British find you here 
they would only treat us the worse for it. And 
we have sorrow enough, God knows. Come and 
see my son, my sick and suffering son, who 
perhaps will never rise from his bed again ! " 

She conducted us into a bed-chamber, where, 
pallid and worn, his wife seated by his side, lay 
the wreck of a once splendid specimen of man- 
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hood, now, alas ! in the last stage of some 
wasting disease — the result of privations endured 
on commando. All that we could do was to 
speak a few weak but well-meant words of 
comfort to the afHicted family, and then leave 
them to their fate. 

The sons promised to follow us later, as they 
wished to remain in the neighbourhood to see 
what became of their home. My friend and my- 
self rode to another farm in the neighbourhood, 
undecided as yet whether to make the attempt 
to get through the enemy's lines or to turn back ; 
crossing Roberts' lines of communication in the 
Free State was easy enough, but here we had 
Buller to deal with. Upon reaching this farm we 
found the occupants greatly excited, A Hottentot 
had just arrived from a farm already visited by 
the enemy, bearing Buller's proclamation, printed 
in Dutch and English, and promising protection, 
compensation, and I know not what all, to those 
who came in and surrendered. The entire house- 
hold and several armed Boers from the vicinity 
gathered round the farmer. No one dared to read 
the proclamation aloud. It was handed from one 
to the other, shamefacedly, as if there were some- 
thing vile in the very touch of the document. 

I anxiously watched the varying expression ofj 
their features, as interest stru^led with patriotism. J 
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Wearied of strife and fearful of losing the result 
of years of hard work, the assembled men felt 
a strong inclination to accept the enemy's offer. 
But no one dared give utterance to his feelings. 
Eye met eye, and glanced away. It was easy 
to see what the result would be. It was plainly 
my duty to protest, but what could I do, a stranger, 
a mere youth ? What could I say to these men, 
who had already given proof of their devotion 
on many a bloody field, and who only recoiled 
now when brought face to face with the supreme 
test — the sacrifice of their hearths and homes? 
I ventured to point out, however, that those who 
had already surrendered now bitterly regretted 
it, and added that the very nature of the case 
made it impossible for the British to carry out 
their promises, They listened in silence. My 
words may have had some slight effect; in any 
case, the Hottentot was sent back without a 
definite reply, It was useless to expect any aid 
from these men. Leaving them to decide their 
own fate, we started back for the Free State. 
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A COUPLE of hours' riding, then the farm of 
an old field -comet, where we oflf-saddled 
and bought a few bundles of forage for our horses. 
The field-comet entered into conversation with us 
whilst our animals were feeding, but omitted to 
ask us into the house, and kept eyeing us in a 
puzzled manner, as though we had dropped from 
Mars. I know not what my companion thought 
of it, or if he thought at all, but I myself put 
the old man's strange manner down to a sort of 
speechless admiration, and accepted it as such. 
But I was mistaken. 

When our friend shook hands with us he did 
so very limply, and as far as we went he could 
be seen gazing after us. 

" What ails him ? " I asked my comrade. 

"Oh, he doesn't see men like ourselves every 
day," was the careless answer. How could I 
argue ? 

We kept on our way, and towards sundown 
reached a farm on the bank of the Vaal, simul- 
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taneously with another young fellow coming from 
the direction of the railway line. 

It turned out that this farm belonged to his 
father. He himself had left home that morning 
with the intention of crossing the railway, but 
had found the line so well patrolled that he had 
given up the attempt. We stabled our horses 
and entered the small but comfortably furnished 
cottage, where we were presented to the other 
members of the family. After supper came the 
usual evening service. This was hardly over when 
we heard a loud knocking at the front door. The 
door was opened, and the strange-mannered old 
field-cornet entered. 

He greeted us solemnly and sat down. Next 
came a thundering rap at the back door, and 
another Boer entered, a tall, powerful fellow, who 
was foaming at the mouth with suppressed ex- 
citement, and bristling with cartridge belts. 

" My nephews," said the first-comer to us, " you 
must not take it amiss, but it is my duty to 
arrest you ! " 

" What for, uncle ? " 

" For being suspected of spying. You must 
either accompany me back to my farm, or let 
me take your horses there, so as to prevent your 
leaving here during the night." 

" All right, uncle, take the horses, but don't 
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forget to feed them well. But perhaps it would 
spare you trouble if you read our papers." 

" It is easy to forge papers," said the old man. 
His companion now boiled over and broke in — 

" No, no ! We've got you right enough ! What 
else can you be but cursed spies, riding about 
the country like this ? " 

" I don't wish to argue with you," I replied, 
angered by his brutal manner. " I'm as true a 
burgher as you are, to say the least, and I warn 
you that I shall hold you responsible for what 
you do or say." 

" Oh ! oh ! Responsible ? We are our own 
Government now. And where are your arms? 
Spies ! " 

" I see you have a gun, but perhaps that is 
only because you've had no chance to lay it 
down." 

" What ! Yes, I've got a gun, and I'll prove it 
to you ! " he shouted, pointing the weapon at me. 

" Just like a cowardly bully to threaten an 
unarmed man! But," I added gently, "youll 
feel differently to-morrow." 

" Will I ? Why ? " he asked, curiosity getting 
the better of his rage. 

"You'll be sober then." This only incensed 
him the more, but he saw that he had gone 
too far, and contented himself with uttering a 
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few half-intelligible threats. We then went out 
to the stable, gave them our horses, and went 
to bed. 

I woke just as dawn was breaking. Before 
the door stood the son of the house, his gun in 
his hand. 

"Hello, you are up early," I said. He looked 
rather confused. 

" To tell the truth, I have been guarding you 
all night. But all the same, I don't believe that 
you are spies. Come and have some coffee." 

We had just finished our coffee when we heard 
horses' hoofs coming along the road, and presently 
one of our friends from the farm near Greyling- 
stad entered the room. 

" I've brought your horses," he said, smiling 
merrily. " I passed the old field-cornet's this 
morning and told him I could certify that you 
are no spies." 

Whilst we were saddling up the field-cornet 
and his companion of the night before arrived. 
The latter was now sober. They were profuse 
in apologies, 

" Vou were angry last night because we had 
no ri6es ; you had more reason to be glad," 
I remarked to the field-cornet's assistant. 

"Why?" 

"Because if ! had been armed I might have 
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been imprudent enough to blow your brains out 
when you pointed your gun at me. And how 
awful that would have been ! " 

" Man," he said, " it's the cursed drink." 

" Well," said I, " it's all over now. Good-bye ! " 
Off we went — my comrade, myself, and the man 
who had brought our horses, Delange. The latter 
had an achter ryder and two spare horses. 
Towards noon we reached the farm of one of 
Delange's friends. My mount was now thoroughly 
done up, having eaten almost nothing for three 
days. I asked the farmer if he had a horse for 
sale. 

"There are several in the stable," he replied, 
"but they belong to my son, and he is on 
commando ; so I am sorry, but I can't sell 
you one." 

" I tell you what we'll do," said Delange. 
" ril give you one of mine for yours, which can 
then remain here till it gets well. Should you 
come round here again one day we can then 
change back again." 

" But suppose the animal dies ? " 

"Oh, ril risk that. What is one horse more 
or less?" 

I gratefully accepted this generous offer, and 
soon had my new acquisition saddled. It was 
a lively little nag, and all my weariness passed 
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unusual in South Africa, where hospitality is con- 
sidered a duty and a pleasure. 

We pushed on until late that night, when we 
reached Vrede. Here we learnt that the column 
which Lord Roberts had sent back from Johan- 
nesburg had just entered Reitz. The next day 
we turned our horses' heads towards Bethlehem, 
seeing a fair amount of game during the day's 
ride. Darkness found us still travelling onward. 
A few miles to our right a crimson glare lit up 
the heavens — a grass fire started by the British 
column, and an unmistakable danger-signal for us. 

We were now very close to the enemy, and 
might expect to meet a patrol at any moment. 
Whilst riding along in the dense gloom we heard 
loud voices a few hundred yards ahead of us. 
Turning out of the road, we rode on the grass so 
as to make no noise, and carefully approached. 
Upon getting nearer we found it was some natives 
driving cattle into a kraal. Near by was a farm- 
house, and thither we went. Only the womenfolk 
were at home. We quickly reassured them — for 
every stranger was taken for an Englishman — and 
were asked to stay for the night Presently the 
farmer himself arrived — he had been out watching 
the enemy. 

" They will pass here to-morrow," he said, " then 
I shall go on that hill yonder and knock over 
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a few of them. I had a fine chance to shoot 
to-day, but did not want to put them on their 
guard." 

" But don't you think it would be better to join 
a commando and help in making an organised 
resistance? You may kill a few of the enemy 
by hanging about in twos and threes, but what 
difference will that make in the end ? " 

"You mean us to act like the dervishes at 
Omdurman ? I'm afraid you don't understand the 
affair, my son. We do belong to a commando, as 
a matter of fact, but we are scouts entrusted with 
the duty of keeping in constant touch with the 
enemy. If in the execution of this duty we see 
an opportunity to shoot a few of the enemy, are 
we to hold our hand because we happen to be 
only two or three ? " 

" I should think not But the enemy call it 
sniping, and I have heard them say that snipers 
get no quarter. And if you fire on a column near 
here they will come and burn this house down." 

" It is not for me," he replied, " to consider my 
own interests. I have my orders and must carry 
them out. What ! Are we, who have lost sons, 
brothers, friends — are we, I say, to think of our 
property now P No ! Let everything go, strip us 
to the bone, but leave us our liberty ! It is not 
for ourselves that we battle and suffer, but for 
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away as I felt it bound between my knees. 
Delange remained here, and my comrade and 
I continued our journey alone, making for Vrede. 

"There's a Jew a few miles from here," said 
the farmer as he bade us good luck, "whom we 
suspect of treason. You should try and trap 
him and take him with you to Vrede." 

Towards dusk we reached the Jew's store. We 
rode up to the building and he came to the door^ 
an intelligent- looking man. 

" Good evening," I said in English, " are there 
any Boers about ? " We were both dressed after 
the English style. 

When the man's wife heard English spoken 
she also came to the door and stood by her 
husband's side. 

"Well, can't you answer?" The fellow's face 
was a study. He and his wife looked at each 
other, evidently feeling that some danger was 
threatening them. 

" Sir," he said at last, speaking with an effort, 
" I have seen no Boers." 

" Is this the road to Vrede ? " 

" Yes," he faltered. 

"Thanks. Good-night," and we rode away. 
It might be easy to shoot a traitor in cold blood, 
but to try and trap a man into uttering his own 
condemnation seemed too cruel. 
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The next place we came to was a miserable- 
looking hovel standing by the wayside. The door 
was opened by an old man. 

"Good evening, uncle. Can you sell us a few 
bundles of forage?" 

"Good evening. Yes, certainly. Come inside. 
It's a poor dwelling, but you are welcome. Johnny, 
take the horses and put them in the stable. Won't 
you join us at supper ? " 

Our appetites needed no stimulating, and we at 
once joined the family, who had just been sitting 
down to table when we arrived. After the meal 
our horses were saddled and brought to the door. 

"What do we owe you for the forage?" we 
asked. It would be an insult under any circum- 
stance to offer to pay a Boer for a meal, " paying 
guests" being still unknown to our benighted 
nation. 

" No, my friends," he said. " I am poor, but I 
can't take your money. We are all working for 
our country, and must help each other." 

" That's true, but you must really allow us to 
pay." 

"No, no! A few shillings will make me no 
richer or po6rer." It was only with the greatest 
difficulty that we managed to leave a few shillings 
on the table. And this in spite of the fact that 
he was in the direst poverty. But this is nothing 
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issued from a kopje to our right, and slowly re- 
treated across our front We rode up to them and 
learnt that they had just received orders to retire, 
as the place could no longer be defended. It 
appeared that the British general had informed 
De Wet that if he did not surrender the town it 
would be bombarded. Most of the property be- 
longed to British subjects, so De Wet ordered all 
loyal inhabitants to leave the town, and then told 
the general to bombard as much as he liked, 
which the latter forthwith proceeded to_do. De 
Wet had placed a couple of guns on the mountain 
overlooking the town, and this, together with 
Theron's hundred and fifty men — the only com- 
mando seriously engaged that day — sufficed to 
keep the British back for three hours. De Wet's 
own men were kept in reserve to meet the 
usual outflanking movement. The latter did not 
take place, however, the enemy coming straight 
on. Finally something went wrong with one of 
our two guns, and Theron being hard pressed, 
with the reserve too far away to render immediate 
help, the order was given to retire. The artillerists 
profited by the occasion to tumble the damaged 
gun down a precipice, saying that they had had 
enough of repairing it. Here it was found by the 
enemy the next day. A rush was made for the 
mountain passes, as it was feared the enemy might 
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occupy them and cut off our retreat, but this was 
not even attempted, and we were allowed to gain 
our rocky fastnesses in peace. The following day 
was spent in climbing up and down the steep foot- 
paths over the mountains, and that afternoon we 
arrived at the end of our journey, Fouriesburg, 
having spent something like a hundred hours on 
horseback during the last ten days. Our first 
move was towards the river, for we had not had 
a bath for several days. After repeated splashes 
in the cMlly torrent we bought a few clean things, 
put them on, and then gravitated towards the 
telegraph office. Needless to say, our col- 
leagues were surprised to see us, being under the 
impression that we had long since reached the 
Transvaal. Whilst still busy giving explanations 
we heard someone on the instrument calling 
Winburg. Now Winburg was in British hands ; 
it could be no other than a British station 
calling. Wishing to gain a little information, we 
responded. 

" Here, Winburg." 

" Here, Bethlehem. Are you Winburg ? " 

" Yes." 

"Then give the name of the officer com- 
manding." 

There was no time for hesitation, and in our 
haste we gave the wrong name. 
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" Go away," came the answer ; " you're a way 
out Trying to fool us, are you ? " 

After a while we called him up again. 

" Bethlehem ! Bethlehem ! " 

" Here, Lieutenant Sherrard, R.E. What's up ? " 

" Here, Winburg. What's the news ? " 

"That you are a lot of fools for keeping on 
fighting and murdering your men ! " came the 
sharp reply. 

"Oh, kindly allow us to know our own business 
best. You'll find some method in our folly." 

"Maybe. How did you like the little bits o' 
lyddite yesterday?" 

" I believe it slightly killed one mule. How did 
you like the hell fire from the Nordenfeldt ? " 

" Never saw it. But honestly, why don't you 
come in and surrender ? " 

" But honestly, what is your real opinion of 
those who desert their country in her hour of 
need ? " He preferred not to say, but discon- 
nected the wire, and we heard no more of our 
friend the Royal Engineer. 

"Pity they were too sharp for us this time," I 
said to the Postmaster. 

"Oh, it doesn't matter," he replied, "we caught 
up their report of the engagement just after they 
entered the town. It seems they had a pretty 
severe loss. Ours was slight, but one lyddite 
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shell burst o^'cr a group of horses and kilted 
twenty," 
"And what is the situation now?" 
" Well, all our forces are here in the mountains 
now, and we can hold out for years. There are 
•only two passes ; they are strongly held, and the 
enemy will never get through them. Wc tried to 
get our prisoners to take parole, but tlicy refused, 
so we have driven them over the Drakeiisbeig 
into Natal- Last, but not least, the traitor Vilonel 
is here, wairing for his appeal to be heard." 

This Vilonel, a young man of prepossessing 
appearance, had been one of the most promising 
officers, and had early been promoted to com* 
mandant. Whether through overweening ambition 
on his part or not I cannot say, but Vilonel, i 
accused of insubordination, was thenceforth given I 
the distasteful and inglorious task of commandeer- 
ing. He wearied of this, and applied for active 
service, but in vain. Then, smarting under a 
sense of injustice, he took the fatal step — de- 
serted. Not content with this, he wrote a letter 
out of the British camp to one of our field- 
cornets, urging upon the latter to surrender. The 
letter fell into the hands of one of our Intelli- 
gence officers, who forthwith replied in the field- 
cornet's name, asking Vilonel to meet him at a 
certain secluded spot. Vilonel kept the appoint- 
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ment, accompanied by a British major, and both 
were made prisoners, the major protesting ener- 
getically against what he was pleased to consider 
as a breach of the rules of warfare, but his 
captors begged to differ, reminding him that all's 
fair in love and war, especially in dealing with 
traitors and their associates. 

Vilonel was tried at Reitz, and sentenced to five 
years, the judge remarking that he was lucky to 
get off with his life. The prisoner did not think 
so, and applied for leave to appeal. This was 
granted, but owing to the nature of the sub- 
sequent military operations the Court had not 
found time to sit, hardly time to pause, in fact. 

When the day finally arrived for the appeal to 
be heard the little court-room was crowded with 
interested spectators. Judge Hertzog presided, 
assisted by two young advocates, Messrs. Hugo 
and Cronj^, and Advocate De Villiers represented 
the State. The prisoner, who conducted his own 
defence, asked for a postponement. This was 
refused. He then made an able statement, assert- 
ing his innocence of any evil intentions, pleading 
that he had acted as his conscience dictated, and 
eloquently praying the Court to reconsider his 
sentence. It was a painful moment when the 
presiding judge, after a whispered consultation 
with the assessors, turned to the prisoner and 
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confirmed the sentence, adding, in his clear, in- 
cisive voice, that the name of Vilonel would 
remain an eternal stigma upon the fame of the 
Afrikander race. One could not help feeling a 
thrill of compassion at the tragic end of such a 
promising career. To-day a noble patriot, to- 
morrow a black traitor, despised by the lowest of 
his countrymen ! 

President Steyn's wife and family were installed 
in a house in this village, but the President him- 
self preferred to camp in the veld and share the 
lot of his burghers. 

With him were nearly all the members of the 
Government, if we except those who had chosen 
to remain behind in Bethlehem, and who, from 
what their delighted friends heard, had been com- 
pelled by the British to foot it all the way to 
Reitz. We went out to the camp, and reported 
ourselves. It was now bitterly cold, the snow- 
topped Drakensberg keeping the temperature at 
an uncomfortable proximity to zero. But the 
men were nearly all well provided with warm 
khaki uniforms reaped at Roodewal, the moun- 
tains were full of cattle and corn, and we felt that 
we could easily hold these almost inaccessible 
heights against the British cordon formed out- 
side. 

But it was fated otherwise. A despatch rider 
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arrived from the Transvaal ; the situation there 
urgently demanded the encouragement of Steyn's 
presence. To leave this impregnable stronghold 
and venture across the open plains below needed 
all the boldness of De Wet, all the steadfast 
courage of Steyn. These leaders had never been 
known to falter ; they did not falter now. Every- 
thing was arranged in the utmost secrecy. For 
a few days there was a hurrying to and fro of 
commandoes, and then one morning De Wet's 
laager was seen to have disappeared. 

Prinsloo was left behind over four thousand 
men, with orders to stand his own. 



THROUGH THE CORDON 

IT was no easy matter to pass through the 
British forces that lay massed around the 
mountain-chain. We were two thousand horse- 
men, and our vehicles, carts, ox- and mule-waggons 
formed a procession fully six miles long. When 
we trekked out of the nek strict orders were given 
that there was to be no loud talking and no 
matches struck. This latter was especially hard 
on such a crowd of inveterate smokers. I re- 
member whilst we were riding mutely along, 
listening to the creaking and jolting of the 
waggons, and wondering whether we were going 
to get through, or what the alternative would 
be if we did not, we suddenly saw someone 
deliberately strike a match and light his pipe. 

" Who struck that match ? " came from the 
front. Then the delinquent himself spoke up — 

"It's this confounded Kafir of mine. Was it 
you, Jantje ? " 

"Yes, baas," responded the dutiful black, 
bobbing up and down on his master's spare 
horse. 

139 
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" Give him twenty with the sjambok." 

" Right ! " Jantje and his master turned out 
of the road, and soon the unmistakable thwack ! 
thwack ! of the sjambok could be heard, mingled 
with subdued ejaculations in Kafir and Dutch. 
But judging by the expression on Jantje's features 
by the camp fire that night, as he blew long 
fragrant clouds into the gaping nostrils of his 
envious friends, I have my doubts about that 
thrashing. 

We halted frequently to allow the straggling 
ox-waggons to close up. Then we would dis- 
mount, stamp our chilly feet, draw our overcoats 
or blankets closer, and discuss trivialities. During 
one of these halts a horseman came dashing up 
from the rear — 

"General, there's a doctor behind who has just 
come through the enemy's lines. He asks you 
to wait for him." 

" Tell him to hurry ! " 

We sat down and waited. In about half an 
hour's time another horseman came hurrying 
along. Here at last ! No, Only another mes- 
senger. Another long wait, and finally the doctor 
arrived. He squatted down next to De Wet, and 
in a low voice related how he had been unjustly 
captured by the British some weeks ago, how 
they had sent him to Johannesburg and kept him 
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in prison until now, only liberating him after 
repeated requests for a hearing. His tale was 
listened to in silence and with deep attention. 
When it was told the order was given to mount, 
and on we trekked again past the sleeping British 
camp. Presently the moon rose, and by its light 
we passed a lonely farmhouse. Beware its slum- 
bering inmates when the British come along to- 
morrow, for are not they responsible for the 
telegraph line which runs across the farm, and 
which we have cut in half a dozen places! No 
doubt the house will be burnt, and all the stock 
confiscated. But never mind, the owner has 
surrendered and is living under British protection 
— protection whereof he is going to get a taste 
now, so why should we pity him? On we go 
until long past midnight, when we halt in a 
secluded little valley. Our horses greedily swallow 
the icy water, and then eagerly crop the tasteless 
dry grass, for our ivaggons are too far behind, we 
can give them no mealies to-night. 

The next morning a cloud of dust in our rear 
showed that we were being pursued. Whilst we 
were hastily inspanning and upsaddling, Theron 
came in from the right, bringing with him a 
captured Hussar. One old Boer, who had his 
little boy with him, brought the youngster up to 
the soldier and said — 
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" Now, sonny, you've never seen an Englishman. 
Here is one. Look at him well ; you must shoot 
lots of them yet." 

" Go away," said one of the Boers, " what do 
you mean by staring at the man like that? Don't 
you know any better than to insult a helpless 
prisoner ? " 

" I'm sorry," said the old man, turning away, " I 
don't want to hurt his feelings ; I only wanted 
to show my son the game he must track one 
day." 

The little boy cried when they led him away, 
saying— 

" I 'ants my 'ickle khaki, I 'ants my tame 
Englishman ! " 

" Don't cry," said the old man, " father will 
catch you some to-morrow." 

The little fellow's eyes brightened with anticipa- 
tion, and his tears gave way to smiles. Sure 
enough his father came into camp a few days 
later driving before him two diminutive steeds 
bending beneath the weight of two corpulent 
khakis. He called his son and said — 

" Now, sonny, here are the soldiers I promised 
you." 

The little fellow looked them over carefully. 
Then his lower lip began to pout, and tears rolled 
down his cheeks. 
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"Whafs the matter, my son," asked the as- 
tonished father, "doesn't he hke his khakis ? " 

" No, daddy," replied the little chap, striving 
with his tears. 

■' Why not, my lad ? " 

Then the child's restraint gave way, and he 
burst out — 

"Oh, daddy, they're not — sob — real — sob — 
soldiers at all ! " 

They were two of the C.I.V. 

But to return. As soon as the wagons were 
ready they were sent on along the winding valley, 
whilst the horsemen and artillery took up a position 
on a neighbouring hill and awaited the British 
attack. This took the form of continuous shelling 
until sundown. As soon as darkness fell the 
horsemen took a short cut and rejoined the 
waggons, which in the meantime had gained 
a considerable start. President Steyn and his 
secretary accompanied De Wet during the day 
and had a taste of the enemy's shell-fire. When 
we asked the secretary that evening how he had 
liked the ordeal he said he could hardly describe 
his feelings whilst it lasted, but when the shelling 
ceased it was the heavenliest sensation of his life. 
So if you want a heavenly sensation you know 
now how to get it. 

We had an ambulance staff with us, but were 
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sometimes obliged to leave our wounded behind, 
because we knew very well the enemy would be 
only too glad to get hold of our doctors and 
deprive us of all medical help. 

On crossing the railway near Honingspruit we 
captured a train. From the newspapers taken out 
of the mail-bags we learnt that we were being 
closely pressed, and that hopes were entertained 
of our speedy capture. We did not grudge the 
papers the pleasures of hope ; what we objected 
to was their crocodile tears over us poor mis- 
guided, ignorant burghers, who were too stupid 
to see the beauty of becoming exultant British 
subjects, like the Irish. We also learnt that Steyn 
was ill, that he was hiding on a farm near 
Heilbron, that he was a prisoner in De Wet's 
camp, that his mind had given way, that he 
wouldn't let De Wet surrender, that De Wet 
wouldn't let the burghers surrender, that the 
burghers wouldn't let Steyn surrender, ad fin. 
ad nauseam. 

As we had a distinct object in view, i.e. to bring 
Steyn to Kruger, we generally preferred to avoid 
unnecessary engagements. But we could show 
our teeth when we liked. We were laagered near 
Vredefort one day when the pursuers made a 
sudden dash forward, coming within a mile or so 
before they were observed. On this occasion there 
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was no hasty flight. The cattle continued peace- 
fully grazing around the waggons, whilst the horse- 
men went to meet the enemy. There was a 
brief exchange of shells, and then our men charged 
with such good effect that the British were forced 
to retire. They followed us at a more respectful 
distance after that. 

De Wet kept his plans so secret that very few 
knew for certain whither we were bound. The 
President called me into his tent one morning and 
asked me a few questions about the roads near 
Balmoral, where the Transvaal Government was 
at that time. I happened to have a map with me, 
and so was able to supply the desired information. 
He then told me to take a couple of heliographists 
and try to get into communication with one of the 
Transvaal commandoes near Potchefstroom. 

We climbed one of the numerous hills lying 
around and called up towards Potchefstroom, but 
got no reply. As we sat chatting, keeping our 
eyes fixed on the dark ridges in the distance, one 
of my companions remarked — 

"This reminds me of a fine trick I played on 
the English a few months ago. We were trekking 
along quietly one day when I observed a heliograph 
glitter on a hill about ten miles away. I at once 
fixed my instrument, and soon learnt that it was a 
British helio post. I sent him a heliogram saying 
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that we were a small party of British in danger 
of capture, and asking that an escort should be 
sent to bring us in. The next day the escort 
walked into our arms! We took the rifles 
and let the prisoners go — about a hundred men. 
The next day the British heliographist called me 
up again and reproached me for telling him such 
a deliberate lie ! " 

" And what did you reply? " 

" Oh, I said, ' g. t. 1.' ; you know what that 
means ! " 

Espying a pretty little cottage in the valley 
below, I rode thither to try and buy a loaf of 
bread, leaving the others to continue calling. On 
the way down I noticed a telegraph wire running 
in the direction of Potchefstroom. In the farm- 
house were only two young girls, the elder a 
charming golden-haired fairy with tender eyes 
of cornflower blue. And her smile ! — it was 
enough to make one say all kinds of silly things 
just for the pleasure of seeing her ripe lips part, 
revealing her wholesome, even little teeth ! No 
wonder I delayed my departure! I left at last, 
however — not without the loaf of bread — and 
made for the camp. I had not gone far before 
I met one of the burghers, who told me Steyn and 
De Wet had gone up to the helio post a little 
while before. What would they say when they 
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found me absent from my post! I approached 
the camp in anything but an enviable mood, and 
was just off-saddling when the two leaders re- 
turned. Like a flash the thought came to me of 
the telegraph line I had seen. 

"President," I said eagerly, before he could 
speak, " there's a telegraph line near here. Shan't 
I go and try to tap it ? " 

ile looked at me very seriously for a moment, 
and then replied, a smile breaking through the 
frown, " Yes, go on, you should have been there 
already." Saved again ! I went, but needless to 
say, if I heard any secrets that evening it was not 
through the medium of a telegraph wire ! 
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SKIRMISHES 

BAND of about thirty Transvsialers, mostly 
from Potchefstroom, who had been attached 
to De Wet for some time, now decided to go on 
ahead and join Liebenberg's commando, near their 
native town. As De Wet had no intention of 
moving forward just yet, I joined my brother 
Transvaalers. Bidding adieu to our Free State 
comrades, we crossed the Vaal. Just beyond the 
river we were joined by two or three others, who 
had with them as prisoner a British sergeant. 
This fellow had been in charge of a band of 
native police, whose insolence had terrorised the 
women and children for miles around, until a 
body of Boers came along and routed them out 
of the district, capturing their leader. What 
became of the blacks I do not know, but it must 
be remembered that the Transvaal natives are 
Boer subjects, and liable to be shot if caught 
aiding the British. The feeling against the 
sergeant was very bitter. 

148 
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" Oh, you're the Kafir chief, are you ? " said one 
of our men to him. 

"Ho, yuss, h' I'm the Kefir ginnyril," re- 
sponded the flattered cockney, with an irritating 
grin. 

"I'd like to Kafir general you through the 
head," said the disgusted Boer promptly. The 
sickly grin faded, and the threat was not carried 
out. 

Towards afternoon a heavy rain began to fall. 
There was no shelter for us, and we pushed along, 
wet and cold. Then night came, and the road, 
now transformed into a rushing torrent, was only 
shown us by the lurid lightning flashes that con- 
tinually rent the heavens. And we had a sick 
man on the trolley, for whom this exposure was 
a serious matter. But finally we reached a farm- 
house, occupied by an old woman. Her eyes 
filled with tears when she saw us, and she thanked 
the Lord that He had spared her to behold once 
more the defenders of her country. Near by was 
an empty building. We outspanned and off- 
saddled, turning our animals loose, as we knew 
they would not stray far in such a blinding storm. 
The sick man was hastily carried in and laid upon 
some dry blankets. 

Then we made half a dozen roaring fires with 
some mealie cobs that we found lying in the 



ISO WITH STEYN AND DE WET 

house, stripped ourselves, and held our boots 
and clothing over the fire till they were fairly 
dry. By this time the water boiled ; we drank 
some coffee, then made up beds on the floor 
and slept till morning. It was a bit of a 
struggle to get into our damp things when we 
awoke, but as we rode along our clothes dried 
and our spirits rose. Then Potchefstroom came 
in sight, but, alas ! it was held by the enemy, 

" What would my poor mother say," said one 
young fellow, " if she knew I was so near ! " 

" Oh, my wife and children ! " sighed another. 

" Cheer up, boys ! " interrupted the commandant. 
" Our country first, you know." 

That afternoon we joined a small commando 
lying near the railway between Potchefstroom and 
Frederikstad, It numbered barely a hundred men, 
but they had with them a bomb-Maxim and a 
Krupp. At midnight we got orders to march for 
the hills near Frederikstad, where we arrived at 
dawn. Here we were reinforced by a score of 
burghers, and we continued our way, keeping 
in a parallel with the railway, but behind some 
intervening hills. Presently a scout came in and 
reported the enemy in sight 

" Forward ! " ordered the commandant, and for- 
ward we raced along through the veld, keeping 
a look-out for holes. One youngster's horse went 
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down, the rider turning a beautiful somersault 
Shouts of laughter greeted his exploit, but he 
quickly remounted, and was one of the first to 
reach the hill for which we were making, and 
which dominated the railway. Keeping the Nor- 
denfeldt in reserve, we opened fire with Krupp 
and small-arms on the advance guard of the 
enemy. 

We did not know at the time that we were tack- 
ling Lord Methuen and five thousand men, but 
such was the case. Of course we made a very 
poor show ; what can you expect ? But anyhow, 
we engaged them for about two hours. Then their 
cavalry came on with a rush, and we were com- 
pelled to give way. It was only with the greatest 
difficulty that we saved the guns, and we only 
succeeded in doing so, I presume, because the 
enemy were not aware of our real numbers. Our 
waggons fled to one side of the line whilst we 
remained on the other, with absolutely nothing 
to eat. By buying a few eggs and other small 
produce from the natives we managed to subsist 
until the third day, when we crossed the railway, 
marched all night, and rejoined our waggons at 
dawn. To slaughter sheep and cook porridge 
did not take long ; hearty is the only word to 
describe the meal we made. Then we moved 
round and joined Liebenberg, who, with six 
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their companions on top of the hill turned a 
Maxim on us, but the bullets all went high, 
singing overhead like a flight of canaries. Going 
up on the other side, I took a piece of bread 
out of my pocket, and was just trying to per- 
suade myself to offer our two companions some, 
when crack ! crack ! came a couple of Norden- 
feldt shells right behind us. It didn't take us 
long to get over the hill, the vicious little one- 
pounders crackling and fizzling round us all the 
while. 

On the other side a comical sight met our eyes. 
The whole veld was full of scattered Boers re- 
tiring in all directions, with a shell bursting in 
between them every now and then, luckily with- 
out any effect. A few hundred yards away stood 
the cart of our clergyman, who was frantically 
trying to unharness his mules and inspan horses 
in their place. He was so nervous that his 
fingers refused to undo the straps, so we dis- 
mounted and effected the exchange for him. As 
soon as the last strap was buckled he lashed up 
and drove away, too excited even to say thank 
you. 

We were so accustomed to retreating by this 
time that it seemed extraordinary to see a man 
lose his head so easily. The British shells pur- 
sued us till we were out of sight, but the only 
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casualty was when a shell passed so close to 
Van der Merwe, the mining commissioner of Jo- 
hannesburg, that the concussion knocked him off 
his horse. 

That evening Jonas came into camp. Jonas is 
quite a character in his way. When the British 
entered Potchefstroom he, with four followers, took 
up a position on a kopje about six miles out of 
town, and a thousand yards from the Johannesburg 
road. Whenever a convoy or a body of British 
came along Jonas and his merry band would open 
a furious fusillade, causing the unhappy enemy 
no end of inconvenience. It is a fact that he 
carried on this game for months, unhindered. 

After his day's work Jonas would lay aside 
rifle and bandolier, don his overcoat, and stroll 
into town to see his family. 

He was challenged by a sentry on one occasion, 
but Jonas reproved him so severely and bluffed 
him so completely, that the poor fellow broke into 
an abject apology, whereupon Jonas very con- 
descendingly promised to say no more about the 
matter. 
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"/~\^ Sunday we shall hold service in Potchef- 
V_^ stroom," announced the commandant Ah I 
Something definite at last ! The men's hearts 
grow light as they polish their rifles, for are not 
they going to behold their dear ones soon ? No 
one thinks of doubting the commandant's word ; 
he is our leader, what he says must be true. How 
we shall get in none know, but get in we shall, all 
are sure of that. One morning my two comrades 
are sent to spy the town. My horse's unshod 
hoofs are tender as my lady's hands ; 1 have 
searched the plains for a dead horse wearing shoes. 
Of all the carcasses I find the hoofs are gone, cut 
off by sharper comrades. 1 must remain behind. 
At night the order is given, " March ! " Cheerfully 
the column trots out of camp ; we who have no 
horses follow it with wistful eyes. There are girls 
in the town too, ah ! such girls ! Complexions a 
dream of purity, mystic, melting eyes, and hair a 
silken web to weave sweet fancies through. 

At midnight my two friends return. What, the 
156 
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others gone already? And you still here! No, 
mount, saddle, hurry, sick or well, go we must, 
and come must you! And perhaps, after all, if 
we ride steadily, who knows ? If my horse fails, 
why, we will loot another on the road. 

We do not take the spoor ^ we slip across the 
veld ; my mount treads gingerly, but what odds ? 
After to-day he shall rest for a week ! 

We near the town. Everything is deathly quiet. 
Where is our commando? Cautiously we enter 
the streets, riding far apart, rifles ready. Halt! 
here comes a horseman. Don't fire, he is unarmed. 
Why, 'tis but a boy ! Where's the enemy ? Where's 
the foe, quick ? What ! Deserted the town ? We 
look around and see a long string of Boers come 
speeding along about a mile behind. Hurrah, we 
are first in ! We race into the market square, 
crowds of people, and halt at the Government 
Buildings. Up with the Vierkleur! Ah, the 
proud exultation of seeing our own flag once more 
float over the ancient capital ! Women press 
around, young and old, beautiful alike in pure 
emotion of patriotic joy, eager to greet their war- 
worn men. 

My sons, do they live? God be praised, they 
are here. The father fell at Belmont, but He 
has spared the sons ! 

And mine, I say, and mine ; three they are. 
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boys yet — ^what, no more ? All I have — all I had 
gone for ever 1 Oh, Lord, uphold us ! Welcome 
home, my boy. Your brother, is he well ? Speak! 
Ah me! I loved him best; it is my punishment 
At last ! my love, my husband ! Happy day ! 
Hush ... a hymn peals forth and wafts our 
thoughts to One above, a harmony of mingled 
joy and sadness. The last solemn notes die 
away, and we separate — joyous couples to make 
mirth together, sad widows to weep alone. 

How strange to sit at a table once more, to 
hear again the melody of girlish voices ! " Sweet 
are looks that ladies bend on whom their favours 
fall." Let us bask in the warmth of your smiles 
to-night ; to-morrow the cheerless veld again t 

Tales to boil the blood arc told, barbarous 
brutality. Our commandant's daughter dragged 
before the provost-marshal. The gun found 
buried in your yard; your father's work? No, 
my own. You lie I Out you go — property con- 
fiscated, furniture sold ; go seek the commandoes 
and ask them for shelter ! 

A widow, husband killed. Clear out, furniture 
confiscated ! Why ? Your sons are fighting ; 
you are a rebel! I'll teach you to remember 
Major C ■ 

But in a skirmish Major C is killed ; joy 

of the widowed and fatherless. Homage to our 
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noble women, patient under persecution, steadfast 
in adversity, cheerfully sending forth their nearest 
and dearest to battle to the end ! 

On the morrow a sharp alarm note is sounded. 
An officer gallops from house to house. Quick ! 
saddle and ride ; meet at Frederikstad ! Myself 
and a comrade are quickly speeding thither, our 
brief Valhalla over. On the road we overtake 
and pass parties of twos and threes, all on the 
same errand. At last we approach the rendezvous. 
Up the hill rides a dense body of cavalry ; down 
near the station horsemen dash in and out, to and 
fro, like busy ants. On the hill a few footmen 
leisurely stroll about, rifle in hand. What means 
all this commotion ? We pass a Kafir hut. 

" Are those Boers or English, outa ? " 

" Boers, baas." 

" Sure ? " 

" Yes, baas, it's our own people." 

"Yes, look, that's the commandant ahead on 
his roan. Come along ! " We near the horsemen. 
The last man dismounts as we approach ; his 
companions are disappearing over the rise ; he 
shifts his saddle forward, staring at us intently. 
A tali, weii-built fellow, red hair, chin scrubby, 
dust-covered features, A bayonet at his side — 
by heavens ! an Englishman ! 

"Frank, it's a khaki," I whisper,"keep straight on," 
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The soldier looks tne in the face as we slowly 
pass him. I feel my cheeks burn and turn my 
head away. His gun stands in the bucket; we 
can shoot him, but then, the others ? We wear 
top-boots and riding-breeches, hats pinned up at 
the side ; he is in doubt — perhaps we are scouts 
just come in. He mounts his horse and rides 
after his comrades. 

Now turn and away, over boulders and bushes 
for dear life J Suddenly a dozen scouts file down 
the hill, two hundred yards off. I wave my 
hat and beckon them to follow. They halt, 
perplexed. Then a few bullets whistle by, and 
we see the scouts come dashing after us. But 
the bushes are high and the boulders loose ; we 
are down the hill now, over the flats and away ! 
Down to the river — the bridge is destroyed! 
Never mind, through we go, and then turn round 
to smile at our pursuers. 
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THE reason for all this hurry-scurry became 
plain when we learnt that De Wet, tired 
of playing at hide-and-seek with the enemy on 
the other side of the Vaal, had crossed over 
and passed by Potchefstroom the night before. 
It was into the pursuing force that we had 
ridden. 

Reaching the laager, we found the majority of 
our comrades there. Of the fate of those who 
had delayed to leave the town we were ignorant 
The laager inspanned and followed De Wet, who 
had just passed here, and after a few hours' rapid 
trekking caught up to him. A halt was called for 
breakfast, but before the water boiled for coffee 
the enemy came in sight behind us. The cattle 
were rapidly driven together, oxen yoked and 
horses saddled, and in about three minutes' time 
we were on the move once more. De Wet's force 
and our own combined comprised nearly three 
M i6i 




thousand men, with six hundred waggons and 
carts, forming a train that made a splendid target 
for the British gunners. 

There was not much difficulty in keeping the 
enemy back, but still they hung on persistently, 
worrying us day after day, until our horses, 
and even the tougher mules, began to drop in 
the road, and our men to grow weary of the 
saddle. 

The oxen bore up best of all ; we now made 
the discovery that they could trot just as well 
as mules, and with less effort. But even they felt 
the strain. 

As far as we went the road we left behind us 
was littered with abandoned animals. It was 
pitiful to see these dumb creatures try to drag 
themselves after us, as if they too feared the 
pursuing foe. But still tlie weary march went on, 
night and day, until a numbed indifference settled 
over us. 

Shells fell to the right and left unnoticed ; 
was the apathy, not of despair, for our faith 
would never let us feel that, but of sheer and 
utter exhaustion. 

Haggard men, sunk in slumber, beat a mechanical 
tattoo on their horses" ribs as the gaunt animals 
dazedly staggered forward. And now came the 
stunning news that Prinsloo, Prinsloo with 4,000 




len, had surrendered ! Only one hope sustained 
" us — the Magaliesberg. There we would find 
shelter and rest 

But Clements was lying in wait for us there, 
waiting for us to walk blindly into the trap he 
had set Well was it for our straggling train 
that Delarey came dashing down on Clements 
in the night, slaying and capturing right and left, 
till the British general was glad to take refuge 
in entrenched Pretoria ! Else we were surely 
taken and the war ended. When at last we 
struggled over Olifant's Nek, it was to find the 
pass held by friends, not foes, many signs of 
the enemy's occupation, from plundered farm- 
houses to hundreds of biscuit tins, strewing the 
ground. 

Our waggons were drawn up in a line behind 
the mountain, and we manned the passes, con- 
fident in our ability to hold them. But we were 
too wearied, and the enemy too persistent. On 
the third day they forced the weaker of the passes, 
and we were forced to fly once more. Had the 
British continued their stern chase our capture 
were almost certain ; strange to say, with success 
within their grasp, they held their hand, halted, 
and followed us no further. In the retreat the 
Free State and the Transvaal commandoes took 



l64 WITH STEYN AND DE WET 

different directions, myself remaining with the 
latter. We marched all night, past frowning 
kopjes, and camped in a thick mimosa forest at 
dawn. 

Here the commando decided to remain for 
a while I obtained a pass from Liebenberg and 
set off alone to make my way through the dense 
bush to Middelbui^. 

The first day I discovered De Wet's "meagre 
commando," about a thousand men, who had been 
ordered to conceal themselves here and feed up 
their animals, whilst De Wet himself, with the 
other half of his force, scoured the country to 
within ten miles of Johannesburg. 

In the evening I arrived at a mission station, 
where the only whites were the missionary's 
young daughter and her youthful brother. Their 
father had left for a visit shortly before the war 
broke out, and had not been able to return. 
They themselves had done the mission work, , 
unaided, through all these anxious months. And \ 
remember that at this time the bushveld Kafirs ' 
were waging war amongst themselves ! 

The next day I encountered a couple of j 
waggons laden with ammunition for Delarey. 
The escort told me they had left Middelburg j 
eighteen days before. Making circuits to avoid 
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the enemy and taking wrong roads had delayed 
them. 

Then — it is wonderful how news travels amongst 
the Kafirs— I heard that Steyn was also some- 
where in the bush, on the way to join the Trans- 
vaal Government. Fortunately for me, I rode 
right into his party that evening, just as they 
were starting off again. I had only off-saddled 
once since sunrise, but the chance was too good 
to be missed, and I joined them. The party 
consisted of barely fifty men — not an extrava- 
gant escort, but sufficient, under the circum- 
stances. 

We travelled till midnight, halted for an hour, 
and then forward again till sunrise, when we 
crossed the Pienaar's River. Here we found a 
fair-sized commando under a general whose name 
I foi^etj as that was the only time I ever heard 
it. He was expecting an attack, the waggons 
were already retreating. We halted long enough 
to prepare breakfast, during which time the 
President shot a few bush doves. Hardly had 
we finished the meal when the rat-tat, rat-tat of 
small-arms showed that the British were approach- 
ing. Then a Maxim rattled forth amongst the 
rocks, and warned us that the action had begun 
in earnest. 
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The commando kept the enemy back just 
long enough to give us a decent start, and 
then retired. We afterwards learnt that this 
British force — under Bamum-Powell, of Tarascon 
— had been sent out from Pretoria expressly to 
intercept us. It was a close thing— had the enemy 
been a little smarter they might have had i 
As it was, we doubled away under cover of the 
bush, and were soon out of reach. 

Now followed a week of rapid trekking, varied 
with a little shooting now and then at the 
partridges and bright- plum aged birds that abound 
in the bushveld, and once relieved by the sight 
of a magnificent bush fire, a sea of roaring flame. 
I must not forget our banjoist, who of nights 
beguiled our careworn chief with cheery marches, 
quicksteps, and comic songs. Finally we emerge 
upon the koogeueld of Middelburg, to find the 
town in the enemy's hands. We make for 
Roossenekal. Again the British are before us. 
We turn away towards Machadodorp. As we 
near the village Schalk Burger comes out to 
meet us, He and Steyn speak earnestly together. 
Burger is more silent, more taciturn than ever. 
We push on, and reach Machadodorp, where a 
train is in waiting. The station is crowded with 
Transvaalers, all eager to shake their gallant Free 
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State brethren by the hand. The President and 
party enter the carriage, the engine whistles, and 
the train speeds down to Waterval Onder, where 
Paul Kruger and his advisers are impatiently 
awaiting its arrival. 
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THE battle of Machadodorp was expected to 
take place at any moment, and the general 
feeling was that this fight should decide the cam- 
paign, the more so as the issue was confidently 
awaited by us. On the second day after Steyn's 
arrival at Waterval Onder the British attacked. 
Never before in the history of the war had such 
a furious bombardment been known. Only those 
who have witnessed the fierce storms of the 
tropics can form an idea of the awful unending 
roar of the lyddite guns as they belched forth one 
continuous shrieking mass of projectiles into the 
defenders' trenches. At Waterval Onder the two 
Governments listened in silent suspense as the 
sonorous reverberations rolled through the moun- 
tains, louder and fiercer yet, till the firm earth 
shook beneath the shock. 

At last came the appalling message that the 
British were victorious, and our men in full re- 
treat I High hopes had been built on this 
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combat ; no wonder if for a. while we felt dis- 
heartened. The end of regular warfare had been 
reached ; it was imperative that an entire change 
of tactics be adopted. Steyn was for beginning 
the guerilla system immediately, in which he was 
supported by Gravett, Pienaar, and Kemp ; Kruger, 
however, determined to defend the railway to the 
last. The British lost no time in following up 
their success. It had been said that they would 
never venture down these precipitous heights^ but, 
like all other prophecies about this surprising 
war — except Kruger's, that he would stagger 
humanity — it turned out false, for down into the 
infernal mountain pits the enemy thronged after 
us, with a courage that made us marvel. 

The Governments retreated by train to Nel- 
spruit, and thence to Hectorspruit, the commandoes 
following by rail and road. 

Here the forces were divided, those without 
horses being sent to entrench Komatipoort, while 
the rest made ready to slip past the approaching 
enemy's outstretched arms. It was decided that 
President Kruger should leave for Holland, Schalk 
Burger acting in his place. Most of the burghers 
still fighting are Progressives, and therefore politi- 
cally opposed to Paul Kruger, but there were few 
who did not feel a sincere sympathy for the 
venerable President in this, well-nigh the bitterest 
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hour of his stormy life. I say nearly every man 
still fighting is as fervent a Progressive as the j 
world could wish, and as much opposed to Paul J 
Kruger's policy as the British themselves ! Then | 
what are they fighting for? you ask. For inde- 
pendence ! Let us gain that, and in one year's , 
time you will see the Transvaal merged into the | 
model Free State, the Switzerland of South 
Africa ! 

After Kruger's departure Steyn took leave of ' 
the Transvaal Government. His last interview with i 
Botha took place in the open air, in full sight of J 
the burghers. The two conversed in low, earnest 
tones. Botha looked ill and haggard, he had aged 
since he had gained his spurs at Colenso; the 
weight of his responsibility lay heavy upon him. 

Louis Botha is idolised by his men — perhaps he ] 
has not an enemy in the world — but it is to Steyn, J 
and Steyn alone, that the honour belongs of the 1 
resistance still being offered by the Boers. Let i 
not this detract from the merits of those other J 
and equally gallant spirits, leaders or men, who J 
have nobly breasted the waves of adversity ; who | 
shall blame them if at times they felt the current I 
overwhelming ? 

Steyn utters a last cheering word, then shakes 1 
Botha's hand, mounts, and rides away at the head 
of his little escort. 
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The scene around the station resembles nothing 
' so much as a cattle fair. Near the line stands a 
policeman, his gaze fixed upon a large box lying 
at his feet. The box is filled with gold, Ben 
Viljoen, standing on a waggon, addresses the men, 
explaining to them what guerilla warfare means. 
On the other side hats, shirts, and what not are 
being dealt out with a lavish hand. Some burghers 
wander off into the bush in search of game, others 
lie lazily stretched out beneath the trees. Trains 
crammed with men arrive from the rear, discharge 
their freights of assorted humanity, and are im- 
mediately boarded by the dismounted men destined 
for Komatipoort. The line is blocked with traffic, 
trains run anyhow, and it will be some days before 
everything is ready for our trek to begin. 

There being no longer any need for officials, 
my colleagues volunteered to form themselves 
into a fighting corps, and did me the honour of 
selecting me as their leader. The corps, however, 
lacked accoutrements. I went down to Delagoa 
Bay. Upon returning, with two other officers, we 
were arrested at the Portuguese station Moveni. 

Although armed with passports signed by the 
District Governor, we were informed that we 
would under no circumstances be allowed to re- 
cross the frontier. Nor could we obtain permission 
to return to Louren^o Marques by train. The 



172 WITH STEYN AND DE WET 

young Portuguese commandant, a mirror of 
courtesy, explained that we had either to await 
further orders there or walk back to the Bay, a 
distance of fifty miles. 

After waiting for several hours we quietly 
boarded a train coming from Komatipoort, and 
managed to reach Lourengo Marques unobserved. 
We still believed that we would contrive to get 
back somehow sooner or later, but were soon 
cruelly undeceived. President Kruger, who was 
the guest of the District Governor, wrote to 
General Coetser at Komatipoort, asking him not 
to destroy the bridge and advising him to take 
refuge in Portuguese territory. Coetser himself, 
with the few of his men who had fairly decent 
horses, preferred to follow Botha, who by this 
time had begun his trek from Hectorspruit, and 
left General Pienaar in charge of Komatipoort, 

Influenced by the arguments of the Portuguese 
— one of which was that, should the British cross 
the Portuguese frontier and take the Boers in the 
rear, Portugal would not be able to prevent it — and 
by the fact that the positions first chosen for the 
entrenchments lay within a mile of the frontier 
and therefore could not be occupied, a Ktygsraad 
resolved to follow the President's advice. The 
bridge had already been mined, the guns placed 
in position, and everything made ready to give 
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Pole-Carew and the Guards a worthy reception; 
but fate decided otherwise, and General Pienaar, 
with some two thousand men, crossed the frontier, 
— needless to say with what deep regret — thus 
reducing by one-fifth our forces in the field, a 
loss which would have been avoided had Steyn's 
advice been taken and guerilla warfare b^un after 
Machadodorp. 

There was thenceforth nothing for us poor ship- 
wrecked wretches to do than to gaze impotently 
on our heroic brethren still struggling against the 
storm. The waves run high, but it is their duty 
to continue. 

And they will continue. Not because they 
are sure of success, but because it is their duty. 
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unusual form, which will have H certain charm of its on'n. The first three 
volumes arranged are : 

1. THE CASTAWAYS OF MEADOW BANK. By T. Coeb. 

2. THE BEECHNUT BOOK. By Jacob Abbott. Edited by 

E. V. Lucas. 



History 



i 



CROMWELL'S ARMY; A History of the English Soldiei 
during the Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, end Ihe rrotectorate. 
By C, H. FlltTH, M,A, CrffTBH Sw. ^s. 6d. 
An elaborate study and desiriptkoD of Ctomwell's army by wbicb the victory of ih< 

the author, who ia one of the moft diatiogmsbed hutoHona of the day, has inad< 
great UH of luipullishcd usi. 



r 



Messrs. Methuen's Announcements 



A HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER THE GREAT 

TO ALEXANDER II. By W. R. MokFILl, Jeaua College, 
Oiford. Crown %vb. 71. td. 

A HISTORY OF THE POLICE IN ENGLAND. By 
Captain Melvillb Lee. Crown Svo. yi. 6d, 
This highly bli:r«ting book ii the flnl history of the police force rrom it! tii^i 
beginnifiE to ii4 present development. Wriiun u it ia by an auLhor of compeieni 
hi:;laricariuid legal qualificalioriB, it will be induperuAble to every riui£is1tatc and 
10 all wtio aie indirectly iotereited in the police force. 



Biography 



pMal._ ifho boot 19 



THE LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. By GRAHAsr 
BiLPOHR. TvKi Volumes. Dtmy Sne, 25^. ml. 
ii highly inieresling biography has been entnuted by Mt. Stevenson's family to 

■= 3^ Mr. Balfour, and all artulabie materials have been pliiid at bis dii- 

L ia unpubliabed HSS. aEld letters, diaries of travel, 

id a valuable fragment of autobiofliaphy. It also con- 

' ■■ " ' ' This MogTaphy of one of 

^ Enclish Eteralare should 

. The book »ill be uniform with The Edinburgh 

THE LIFE OF FRANtJOIS DE FENELON. ByVisCOUNT 
St. Cyres. With S Porttails. Demy Sva. los. 6d. 



THE CONVERSATIONS OF JAMES NORTHCOTE, R.A. 
AND J AMES WARD. Edited by Ernmt Fletcher. With many 
Portraits, Demji 8™, loj. 6rf. 
This highly interesting, rairv, and iiimulatingibook, contains hitherto unpublished 

references to the great arliils and gieat figures of the day. 
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Travel, Adventure and Topography 

HEAD-HUNTERS, BLACK, WHITE. AND BROWN. By 
A. C. Haddom. ScD., F.R.S, With many lilustiationi and a 
Map. Demy %vq. 1 5/, 



du wich Mr Bidne Con 



General Literature 



■ □a witb the genflnl qucbtEon, MUowad by chapHrii an Ibi CuniEy, Ifac bouschold, 



life iij gcneml in Englind. 

SPORTING MEMORIES. By J. Otho Paget. Demy Zvo. 
I2s.6d. 

Th<> >alume of nauaactaoa. by a wdl-known jporUmim and Mailer of Hounds 
ddals chkSy with rox-huntbE expeTieni:iK. 



Science 

DRAGONS OF THE AIR. By H. G. Seeley, F.R.S., 
With many IllusUations. Cretan Sva. 6s. 
A popular hislsry cf llie imul nmiirkatale Syini; animiils which ever lived. Tbeir 

Srigln "l'«^iS'irf illutruion't Tin ratleted .unaiM pr«ei«d in Europe and 
Iba Unlled SulM hove been pol f^^" "ccuraiely la show the varied rprmi of 



Messrs. Methuek's Announcements 



Theology 



Thii budk U ■ 



rch.and ofiK. 

le KJbedam ef God. 



Tbiil 



h &L Augustine tdendiwd 



civil udEly which the Middle 



OLD TESTAMENT HISTORY. 

With Maps. Cream Sog. 6s. 
This bunk prescnu a -xmaccud iccoumt of 
cannd hy Ihc Old TesomEnl ; and hu he 



rib, bul an discufised ia 
levotcd to tracine the p 

uby the addition algt 






thought have founded upi 

By G. W. Wade, D.D. 

r the Hebtew people during the period 

il eriiici^'' T™le« rfSe BiblThM 
by the but modem commenialors ; hut 

not left to be soughl for ja the com. 

□r Ibe nuTative. Much attentisB hai 
-elicion unoDgit the Hebrews, ani the 
1 to the needs of theological 



THE AGAPE AND THE EUCHARIST. By J. F. Keating, 

D. D. Ctewn 8m3. 3j. W. 
THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. ARevised Translation, with 
an Introduction, by C. Bigg, D.D., Canon of Christ Church. 
, With Frontispiece. Crirmn %mo. 3f. td. 



ifully re 



, of Dr. I 



:ll-kno»n 



ffiIfot^ Commcntatlcs 

General Editor, Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble Collie, Dean 

Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. 
THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES : With Introduction and 
Notes by R. B. Rackham, M.A. Dimy %ti6. ixi. 6d. 

Ube Cbuicbman's Xtbcacg 

General Editor, J. H, BURN, B.D., Examining Chaplain to the 
Bishop of Aberdeen. 
THE OLD TESTAMENT AND THE NEW SCHOLAR- 
SHIP. By J. W. Peters, D.D. Croitu Svn. 6s. 
COMPARATIVE RELIGION. By J. A. MacCollOck. 

CroaJTt %ija. 

THE CHURCH OF CHRIST. By E. T. Green. Cratcm Sva. 
A POPULAR INTRODUCTION TO THE OLD TESTA- 
MENT. Edited by A, M, Mackay. Cruvrn 8iw. 
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Zbe Cbutcbman'e Aible 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D. 
UEN are issuing a 



□ns upon most of the 
id devolional, and the 
whicb will correspond 



Messrs. Mi 
books of the Bibte. The volumes will br 
text of Ihe authorised version a explained 
as far as possible with the Cburch LectionE 

ISAIAH. Edited by W. E, Barnes, D.D., Fellow of Peter- 
house, Cambridge. Twe I'olumis. 21. ne! etuA. 
THE EPISTLE OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO THE 

EPHESIANS. Edited by G. H. Whitakee. u. bd. nit. 

Sbe Xibtacs ot Devotion 

pott B&o, cMh, 31. ,- Italktr, 2J. 6rf. Mtt. 



..-.kcIIehI. 
ihifal ■—The 



IF Lord 



' wJff worlli the suenlion of Ihf Cktf 

■Thi new " Library of Dcvaiion " is eicEUenL — 1 mb Biiuu 

' Chsnniag.'— *«Bri/. ' Delightful."— CAarc. 

THE THOUGHTS OF PASCAL. Edited with an Introduction 

and Notes by C. S. Jee 
ON THE LOVE OF GOD. By St. Francis de Sales. Edited 

by W. J. Knox-Little, M.A. 
A MANUAL OF CONSOLATION FROM THE SAINTS 

AND FATHERS. Edited by J. H. Bi;bn, B.D. 
THE SONG OF SONGS. Being Selections from ST. BERNARD. 

Edited by B, Blaxland, M.A. 

Xeabets ot iRcUgion 

Edited by H.C. BEECHING, M.A. IViiA Perimi/s, CnramSvo. 3s 6i/. 
hie and thought of all ages and countries. 

BISHOP BUTLER. By W. A. SpOONeR, M.A., Fellow of New 
College, Oxford. 

Educational Books 

COMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN THEORY AND PRAC- 
TICE. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. CroumSva. 51. 

EduotioR fully from bclh the poinl of view of the teiLcher and of Ihc pueal. 

EASY GREEK EXERCISES. By C. G. Bottisc, M.A. Crvwn 
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French Examination Papers. By F. Jacob, B.A. 
Latin Examination Papers. By C. G. Botting, M.A. 
Algebra Examination Papers. By Austen S. Lester, M.A. 
English Grammar Examination Papers. By W. William- 



Fiction 



THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD CALMADY; A Romance 

By Lucas Malet, Author of' The Wages of Sin," Cravm 8™. 6i. 

Tliii u the finl Ioke uid ilibDnle Inck bv Lucas MalH iinec ' The Wages of Sin.' 
IL u > mouinu OD [uJistic lines, and wiU uiujnly be one of Ibe moil impoiUiit 
ooHlsorihelsstiRiyun. 

TUs navel, Ibe acene of which is Ilid in Ihe noerlud eouDtty aX the DSRhem 
port of Uunpshire, in London^ and in Naplei, optns in (he yotr of fiacc 1&43. 



LIGHT FREIGHTS. By W. W. Jacobs, Author of 'Many 

Cargoes.' Illustrated. Cr&ain Scg, 3/. 6,f. 

AyolumeofalorieibyMr. J»toh>lJmtonqiiichiiriclBr«nd»ppemr»Beewilh ' Mliny 

CLEMENTINA. By A. E. W. Mason, Author of 'ThcCoumhip 

of Morrice Buckler,' 'Mirailda of (fac Balcony,' etc. Illuslraled. 
Crown Stw 6r. 
Aimiittd TDtniuice ef Ibc J>calHl« unuivhat afler the maniter of ' Meirke Bueklei.' 

A WOMAN ALONE. By Mfs. W. K. Clifford, Author of 
'AunlAone.' CrovjnZve. y. 6if. 

THE STRIKING HOURS. By Eden Phi 

' Children of the Mi5l,"Snns of the Morning,' 

The IdmIs of a Devon villae<. eanuiDing much nuHier < 
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FANCY FREE. By Eden Phillpotts, Author of ' Children of 
the Mitt.' Illustrated. Cnnpi Sva. 61. 
A hunoniu booli. Uairotm wilb 'Th< Hunuu Boy.' 

TALES OF DUNSTABLE WEIR. By Gwendoline Keats 
(Zack). Author of 'Life is Life' With Photogravure Frontis- 
piece by E. F. Hartrick. Crown Sm. 6i. 
A voluoe sf ttories ifler Ihe ilylc of ' Zack'i' WElI-known £1^1 book ' Life is Life' 

ANGEL. By Mrs. B. M. Croker. Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE PROPHET OF BERKELEY SQUARE. By Robert 
IIicHKNS, Author of 'Flames,' 'ToDgucs of Coiucieoce,' etc. 
Crimin Sve. 6s. 

THE ALIEN. By F. F. Montresor, Author of 'Into the 

Highways and Hedges.' Crotan Slur, 61. 

By W. E, NORRIS. 



THE MILLION. By Dorothba Gerard, Author of 'Lady 

Baby. ' Crwin %va. 6s. 

FROM THE LAND OF THE SHAMROCK. By Jane 

Baelow, Author of ' Irish Idylls.' Crown %vo. 6j. 

THE WOOING OF SHEILA. By Grace Rhvs. CrtnonZva. 



A. GREAT LADY. By ADELINE SERGEANT, Author of * The 

Story of a Penitent Soul.' CrovinZvo. 6s. 
MARY HAMILTON. By Lord Ernest Hamilton. Cnmtt 

8w. 61. 
MASTER OF MEN. By E. PHILLIPS Oppenheim. Cnivn 



A GALLANT QUAKER, By Mrs. Roberton. mustiated 

by n. F. BucKLAND. Crown Svo. 6s. 
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A FOOL'S YEAR. By E. H. Cooper, Author of ' Mr. Blake of 
Newmaikel." Crown &na. 6i. 
This book, lika moit of Mr. Conpei's navel), lj chicHy concimcd with spocl and 

THE YEAR ONE : A Page of the French Revolution. By J. 
Bloundelle Burton, Aolhor of ' The Clash of Arms.' lUusttaled. 
Crovin Sve. 6s. 



I'NAB. By S. Mac- 
JOHN TOPP: Pirate. By Weatherbv Cheshev. Crovm 



Ube HoveUst 



Hessis. Mbthubn aie issubg under the above geneial title n Monthly 
Series of Novels by popular authors at the price of Sixpence. Each 
Number is as long as the average Six Shilling Novel. 

XXIII. THE HUMAN BOY. Edkn Phillpotts. 

XXIY. THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 



ANTONIO. 
XXV. BY STROKE OF SWORD. 
XXVI. KITTY ALONE. 



Anthony Hops. 
Andkbw Balfous. 
S. Barinc Gould. 



^H /Detbuen's Stspenn^ Xlbrari? 

^^f A Nivi Series sfCofyright Beaks. 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. DOROTHEA GERARD. 
A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. Sara J. DUNCAN. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. ROBERT BarR. 



A CATALOGUE OF 



lESSRS. MeTHUEN'S 

PUBLICATIONS 



BadjratdElpIiLj;. BARRACK-ROOM 
Ballads. By Rudtahd Kipling. 
GSM Thouiatid. Cnmrn Svo. 61. 



DfchujicKii. ...Uaini<»E«lil<guiiu> 
rinn Ea Bvety Un».'— Ttmii. 
' Tht SnUadi lEem »itb imagiiulmn, ihi) 
palpitali with tnolion. Wi niid Ibini 
wiih Uugliier uuJ lem ; tby mtaathmi 

■onlitiiiElcw'ilblireTand'^rhubi^ 
poeay, w&al i> I '—/■■// AfaW Gaaiu. 
Kodyard mpllng. THE SEVEN 
SE.AS. By RuDYARU KiPUNG, 
57M T/untmnd. Cr. Buo, Buckram, 
gilt top. fa. Leathir. 61. ne/. 



Poetry 



Em™c 



oT th> 



GuKtdUn. 
'AniiMud liiroogh mnd through wiih in 

(lubiUbli (Eniua.'—ZlaiT/ Tiltcrafk. 
"Q." POEMS AND BALLADS, B; 

"Q." Ctoub Bw. 3J. 6rf, 
■■a" GREEN BAYS; Verses am 
Paiodiei. B7 ■■Q." Saond Edilion 
Crnen Sva. 31, 6d, 



H. IbselL BRAND, A Diooia ' 
Henri K Ibsen. Translated bj 
William Wilson. TAird BdiHgn. 



A. D. Oodle?, LYRA KRIVOLA, By 
A. D. GODLEV, M,A., Follow of 
Magdalen ColleBc Oxford, TUrd 
EcSHsh. Pmt tvo. as. 6d. 



uukablT 
ODE iriU 



J. O. COTdaiT. THE ODYSSEY OF 
HOMER. A TranslalioD by J. G, 
Cos.Ot.%1. CtmiM Sm. 7j. 6d. 



Trench. Cmvn Boo. 

BdKBT Talloce. WRIT IN BAR- 
RACKS. By Eqoah Wallai 
Ctvui ivs. 31. dd. 



Belles Lettres, Anthologies, etc. 



R. L. BteTUUon. VAILIMA LET- 
TERS. By RoBBHT Louis Steven- 
son. With an Elched Portrait by 
William Strang. Tliird Edilion, 
Crvwn Sva. Buckram. 61. 
■\ tuaaai'mf hook.' ^.Standard. 



with an Introduction anc 

Gbokoe Wyndkam, M. 
8vD. Btairam, gill top. 



t Wyndhmii'i inlrodui 
u ^inbelbun littnlnri 
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Edimrd FitzOerald. THE RUBAl- 
YAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM. 
Trnnslaied by Edward FitzGerald. 
With a Commenurf by H. M. 
" V, and a Biography of Omar by 



E. D. Ross. 



Henley and Vblblej'. 

ENGLISH PROSE. 
Henlev a 



Also a 



Edilio 



Wk 






uited lo 50 copies 



\ BOOK OF 
Collected by 
id Charles 
1. Buckram, 



LVRA SACRA : An 
Anthology of Sacred Verse. Edited 
by H. C, BkechinO, M.A Crown 
8h>. Bactram. &t. 
-A charming Klcclion. which maintains a 

loCly standard of cacdluCE.'— 7-1'oui. 

"Q." THE GOLDEN POMP. A Pro- 

cession of English Lvrics. Arranged 

by A. T. QuiLLEH touCH. Crirwn 

W. B. Yeatf. AN ANTHOLOGY OF 
IRISH VERSE. Edited by W. B. 
Ykats. Rtviud and Enlarged 
Edition. Crown Svo. y, 6d. 

W. U. Dixon. A PRIMER OF 

TENNYSON. By W. M. DixON, 

M.A. Cr. ivo. ss.6d. 

' Much sound and well-? vprcivd crilicism. 

The bibliography is a boon," — S/ettMrr. 

W. A Oralgie. A PRIMER OF 
BURNS. By W. A. Craigie. 



^Vagnna. A PRIMER OF WORDS- 
WORTH. By Laurie Magnus. 
Crown 8^0. sr. 5^. 



ISTRAM SHANDY. 
LAWRENCE StebNe. With an In- 
iroduciion by ChAbLBs WhibLEi, 
and a Portrait, a vols. 71. 

Congrera. THE COMEDIES OF 
WILLIAM CONGREVE. With an 
Introduction by G, S. Strbet, and 
a Portrait, a vols. 71. 

Morler. THE ADVENTURES OF 
HAJJl BABA OF ISPAHAN. By 
lAMES MORIEE. With an Introdiic- 
by E. G. Browne, M.A. and a 



Portrai 






Walton. THE LIVES OF DONNE, 
WOTTON, HOOKER, HERBERT 
AND SANDERSON, By 12AAK 
Walton. With an Initoduciion by 
Vernon BLACitBUBN. and a Pot- 
irait. 31. 6rf. 

JolUiBOn. THE LIVES OF THE 
ENGLISH POETS. By SAMUEL 
Johnson, LL.D. With an Intro- 
duclion by J. H. Millar, and n Por- 
trait. 3 vols. itu. 6d. 

Boma. THE POEMS OF ROBERT 
BURNS, Edited by Andrew Lang 
and W. A CHAioiE, With Porlraii. 
Stcond Edition. Dimy Zvo.gili lop. 
6s. 

F. LaairbtlaBO. BALLADS OF THE 
BRAVE: Poems of Chivalry, Enter- 
prise, Courage, and Constancy. 
Edited by Rev. F. Langbeidge. 



dSetbuen'0 stanE>at& Xibcacg 

Gibboit. MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE 'An adnirablt edit 

AND WRITINGS, By Edward ' 

Gibbon. Edited, with an Iniroduc- 
tioQ and Notes, by G. Biskbece 
Hat, LL.D. CmBtSvti. 6j, 



dices are a npenory of timaa aU itial 
can be known about <^bboD.'— Jfw>- 
ckisliT Gmrdian. 



F 
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aibbon. THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
Bj EOWABD Gibbon. A New Eldi- 
tion, Edited wilh Notes, Appendices, 
and Maps, by J. B. BUHi, LL,D,, 
Fellow of Trioilj CoUege, Dublin. 
In Seiien Volnmej. Dtiny Sva. Gilt 
. Bi. 6rf. *(«■*. Aim Cr. Biw. 6j. 



tati. 



J 



«i.M«l«™«. 



lanU. LA COMMEDIA Dl 
DANTE ALIGHIERL The Italian 
Tell edited by PagkT Totmbbe, 
M.A. Drmy Siro. Gill top. Bi, dd. 
Aho Crown tva. 6s. 
TennyaoiL TH E EARLY POEMS OF 
ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON, 
Edited, with Notes and an Introduc- 
tion bjT J. Churton Collins, M.A. 
Crmm Svo. 6s. 



'AgnBt|Heccof«Utine 

OilbBrt White. THE NATURAL 
HISTORY OF SELBORNE. 
Bj Gilbert White. Edited by L. C. 
M 1 A LL , F. R. S. , a3si5t«d byW. W A R UK 
Fovn-EB, M.A. Croam Biw. 6l. 

0. B. Crmnp. THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF THOMAS ELL- 
WOOD. Edited by C. G. Cbump, 
M.A. ' 



This cditii 



only™ 



! book 



)oW as onginaUjr pub- 



Jonathan Swift. THE JOURNAL 
TO STELLA. By Jonathan 
SwtFT. Edited by G. A. AlTKEN. 
Crmiin Svo. 5i. 

Ohoatortald. THE LETTERS OF 
LORDCHESTERFIKLDTO HIS 
SON. Edited, with an Introduction 
by C. StkacHET, and Notes by A. 
Calthhop. Two Volumes, Croam 



Ube THaotfts OX Sbaheepcare 

General Editor, Edward Dowden, Litt.D. 

Messrs. MlTHnBN have in prepatalian an Edition of Shakespeare b 

nngle Plays. Each play will be edited with a full Intfoduclion, Textua 

Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 

The lirst volumes ate : 

Edwabd Dowden, Liit.D. Dfmy | 
' No ididon of ShukeipeaRls Ulcely to pr 

□OE. llii beudfullTpriDTedandiw 
end haddioratly and iimpir •■ "' 



HAMLET. Edited by Edwakd 
Dqwdkn. Dimy 8m. 31. 61/. 

icholanhip, 



both Engliah and Geii 
ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by 



Hbe fiopela ot abartcs BicRcns 

Crown Svo. Bach Valume, clotk 31. net ; leather ^. W. net. 

With Introductions by Mr. Geosck Gissino, Notes by Mr. F. G. Kitton, 

and Topographical Illustrations. 

also historicaL Th» rolumw promiM well 
for Ibe !ucce« of 111* edilLoL.— JMfimaa. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With 
Illustraiiotis by R. J. WILLIAMS. 

Two VoluMfs. 
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BLEAK HOUSE. Wilh lUuitratloni 

byBEATRiCSALCOCK. TwaVoliimes. 
OLIVER TWIST. With llluilnUions 

by G. H, New, 
THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. 

little Xiograpblee 

Fcai. 8w. Each volumi, clath, 31. dd, 
THE LIFE OF DANTE ALIGHIERI. By Paget Totobbk, Wilh 1 
Illustrations. Sicond Ediiian. 

Hibjeci-' — A cfjitmy^ 
THE LIFE OF SAVONAROLA. By E, L. S, HobshuRgh, M.A, Wil 
Portraits and lUustia.tion''. 

Zbz little XlDtacs 

With lotrcxiiictioDs, Notes, and Photogravure Fiontiipieccs. 
FattZvo. Eack Velume, deli ti. 6rf, ntt, Uatkerai. dd. tut. 

^ Allo^thn good to look upon, and [□ haadlc* — Oulltok^ 
' In DnntiDg, Uodiog. UghtneMt etc., thisiiaporfectsenei.' — PihI. 
• ll is difficult to connive more nlHociive volumM. '-,J(. /.okt'i Gmallt. 
■ Vicy dolidoui little booln ■—Liaraliin, 
'DeHghtTul t^aSms-'—Rccard. 

' Exceedingly taslefuUjr produced-' — Morning Ltadrr. 
VANITY FAIR. By W. M. Thacki- 
Wllh an Introduction by S. 









THE PRINCESS. By Alfred, LoEt) 
Tehntson. Edited by Elizabeth 
Wordsworth. 

IN MEMORIAM. By Alfred. LORD 
Tenkv^ON. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes, by H. C, Beech- 



C. Collins, n 
MAUD. By Alfred, Lord Tenny- 
son- Edited by Elizabeth Word s- 

A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 

LYRICS. With Notes. 
EOTHEN. By A W. Kinolake, 



FORD. By 1 
d by E. V. Luc 



THE INFERNO OF DANTE. Trans 
lated by H. F, Caet, Edited b' 
Paget Totnbke. 



THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. 
Translated by H, F. Carv. Edited 
by Pagst Toynbek, M.A. 

JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 
By Mrs. Craik. Edited by Ann I e 
Matheson. Two Volumes. 

A LITTLE BOOK OF SCOTTISH 
VERSE. Arranged and edited bv 
T. F. HBHDERSON- 

A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 
PROSE. Arranged and edited by 
Mrs. P- A Barnett. 

SELECTIONS FROM WORDS- 
WORTH, Edited by Nowell C, 
Smith, Fellow of New Collie, 
Oxford. 

SELECTIONS FROM WILLIAM 
BLAKE. Edited by M. Peruginl 

PRIDEAND PREJUDICE. By Jane 

Austen. Edited by E. V. Lucas, 

PENDENNIS. By W. M, Tkacke- 

BA1-, Edited by S. Gwynn. 'Jhtu 

Voiumti. 
LAVENGRO. By George BORROW. 

Edited by F. HlNDBs Crodme. 

Tina relumes. 



I OXFi 
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Cbe little Oalbea 



Pell 8w, cMA 31, , 
OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. 
Bjr J. Wells. M.A., Fellow t " 
Tutor of Wadham CoUege. Ill 
iraledbyE.H.NGW. FevrihEJiliim. 
' An adovlrable and accunle litElc treaiiK^ 

alnctiYilr iWattntti-'—iferU. 
CAMBRIDGE AND ITS COL- 
LEGES. By A. Hamilton Thoup- 
BON. Illuatraled by E. H. New. 
" It ii hrighil)' ■ ■ 



lailktr, y. 6d. ml. 



bhocAa. ' 









I Tan 



THE MALVERN COUNTRY. By 
B. C. A. WiNDLE, D.Sc.. F.R.S, 
IllMtrawd by E. H. Nkw. 

SHAKESPEARE'S COUNTRY, By 
ac.AWiNDLa,F.R.S.,M.A llliis- 
IraledbyE.H.NEW. Saond Edition. 



SUSSEX. By F, G. BrABANT, M.A. 

lllustraled by E. H. NEW. 
• A_chanDb^ liiUt book ; « full or lound 

' Accurate, complete, and BEi^eaUy written. * 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY. ByG.E. 
Troutbeck. lUualrated by F. D. 

BEDyOBD. 
'A detlghirul minUtuiE huiil - book.'— 
Gttu^rw Herald. 
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Illustrated and Gift Books 



TBimyion. THE EARLY POEMS Etomnd BoItnlB. TOMMY SMITH'S 

OF ALFRED. LORD TENNY- " ~ 

SON. EdLled. with Noies and | 
an Introduction by J. ChuRton 
Collins, M.A With 10 Illustra- 
tions in Photogravure by W. E. F. 
Britten. Dtmy 810. loi. ftd. 

Dfllett BnrgMa. GOOFS AND HOW 
TO BbL THEM. By GeleTT 
Burgess. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Smalt i,to. bs. 

Oalett BttTKeBB. THE LIVELY 
CITY OF LIGG. By Gelktt 
Eurcess. With 53 lllusttntions, ' 
8 of which are coloured. Small ^to. 



'Tbc7c 1^ a liugh in each drawlnE-'— 

A. H. MllBS. ULYSSES; OR, DE 
ROUGEMONT OF TROY, De- 
scribed and depicted byA. H, MlLNE. 

^Small quuTto. 31. 6d. 



BARINC GoULU, Craaa 8iv. Gs. 

• Twelve delightful fairy tales. '—/"unK*. 

M.L.8W711IL ABIRTHDAYBOOK. 

Arranged and Edited by M. L. 

GWVNN. ffoyal SvB. 121. 

This is a hirthday-hook of utcepliaakl 

John BmijuL THE PILGRIM'S 
PROGRESS. By JOHH BuNrAH. 

Edited, with an Inltoduction, by C. H. 
Firth. M.A. With 35 lUuslralioM 
byR. Anning Bell. CtvunSva. 61. 

'Tht best ■' Pilgtlm's Progress."'— 
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F. D. Bedford. NURSERVRHVMES. 
With many Coloured Pictures by K. 
D. Bedford. Safer Royal Zt-o 

S. BublC OODld. A BOOK OF 

FAIKY TALES retold bv S. Babi> 
Gould. Wiih numerous Ulusir 



J. Gaskih. Second Edition. Cr. Bvn. 
Backrnn. 6s. 
a Suing Oould. OLD ENGLISH 
FAIRY TALES. Collected and 
edited b<r S. Baring Gould. With 
Numerous Illuslratiaiis by F, D. 



8. Bftrlne Oould. A BOOK OF 
NURSERY SONGS AND 
RHYMES. Edited by S, Baking 
Gould, and Illustrated by the Bir- 
mingham Art ScbooL Duckmut, gilt 
lap. Croons 8vo. (a. 

H. 0. BmcUnK. A BOOK OF 
CHRISTMAS VERSE. Edilsd by 
H. C. Seeching, M.A,. and lllus- 
Iralcd by Walter Cbank. Cr. ivo, 
gill lep, 3r. 6^. 



History 



Flinders PotrU. A HISTORY OF 

EGYPT, FROM THE EARLIKSTTIMES 

TO THE Present Day. Edited by 

W. M. Flinders Petrie, D.C.L,, 

LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at 

University College. Fultylllaslralid. 

In Six VeluMit, Cr. ivo. 6j. each. 

Vol. I. Prehistoric Tiues to 

XVItk Dvnastt. W. M, F. 

Petrie. Fourth EHHon. 

Vol. II. The XVIIth and 

XVniTK Dynasties. W. M. 

F. Petrie. Third Edition. 

Vol. IV. The Ectpt of the 

Ptolemies. J. P. Mahaffy. 
Vol, V. Rohan Egypt, I, G. 

MilDB. 

Vol. VI. EGYPT IN THE 

middle ages. stanley 
Lane-Poole. 

' A hiitory writlca in Itas Ipirit of icicntific 

Petri* md hi> icliaol canocH bnl pio- 
motfi sound and accurate itudr, And 
■npplY m VBcast place in Ibe EpglUh 
Uluara,eotEgiT.cilosy.'-7-.»«. 
FlindaiB FetH«. RELIGION AND 
CONSCIENCE IN ANCIENT 
EGYPT. By W. M. Flinders 
Petrie, D.C.L.,LL.D. Fully Illus- 
traled. Criram Stio. ai. dd. 
■ The lecnres will aSoid a fund of valuable 
iaTonnatioA fbr imdeDti of ancicat 



Fliaders Fetrle. SYRIA AND 

EGYPT, FROM THE TELL EL 
AMARNA TABLETS. By W. M. 
Flinders Petrie, D.CL., LL.D. 
Crown Qvo. m. Sd. 



FllndWRPetrie; EGYPTIAN TALES. 

Edited by W. M. Flinders Petrie. 
Illusiraied by Tristram Ellis. In 
T-wo Volunii. Cr. ivo. y. 6d. each. 
• Inraluable a> a pictaie of life in Paluine 
■oil Egypt. '-i)fli7> Jiewj. 
Fllnden F«tlle. EGYPTIAN DECO- 
RATIVE ART. By W. M. Flih- 
dersFetrib. WitbisDillusiraiions. 
Cr. Bm, 31. 6d. 
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, di,play: 



in Egjpt-'-T-™, 
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:. V. OmUL A HISTORY OF THE 
ART OF WAR. Vol. u. : The 
Middle Ages, from the Fourth to the 
Fourteenth Century. By C. W, 
OMAN, M.A., Fellow of All Souls', 
Otfotd. lllusIrHted. Diay Bvo. an. 
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S. ButDK Oould. THE THAGERy 

Ob- THE CiiSARS. Wiih nurat 
rous Illuitrationi from Bum. G«ni! 
Cameos.elc ByS. BAtiiNaGoULD. 
Fifth Bdilim. JityaUvo. 15J. 
■AnuHt >pliii<Ud ud ruciauiaf bcnh on • 

subject of undyiHB mlcrcH. The nreai 

ftaton of the book Ia tbe d 




■D*ih Ck> 

F. T. HColtland. CANON LAW IN 
ENGLAND. By F. W. Maiti.ano, 
LL,D., Downing Profcssor of the 
Laws or England io tbe University 
of Cambridge. Seyal ^vo. ■}!. 6d. 

Englilb Ijiw under a^Ve^debl. '\^ac 
esays jirt Undnuiikt in the study of tbe 
lilloryofCMOnLliw/— rH»«. 

Jobn Bukett A H15T0SV OF 
THE CHURCH OK CYPRUS. 
By John Hackett. M.A. With 
Maps and Illustrations. Deiaf Siu. 

A work which brinis together all that is 



Litla Church during tbe period of Ihi 
Western Supremacy. 
E L TaiutoiL A HISTORY OF 

THK JESUITS IN ENGLAND. 
By E. L. Taunton. Wiib Illustra- 
tiona. Demy 6vo. au. mt. 



H. de B. QlbblnE. INDUSTRY IN 
ENGLAND : HISTORICAL OUT- 
LINES. By H. DK B. GiBBiNS, 
Litt.D., M.A. With ( Maps. Se- 
cond Edilion. Demy Svo. loj. 6d. 

. HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. 
By H. E. EgErtqN, M.A. Demy 

i^isbed br accu- 




Albert Borsl. THE EASTERN 

QUESTION IN THE EIGH- 
TEENTH CENTURY. By Albert 
SOHEL. Transialed by F. C. Bbam- 
WBLl., M.A. Cr. BvB. 31. td. 
C. H. IMnUnE. A HISTORY OF 
THEGRl^TNORTHERN RAIL- 
WAV, 1845-95. By C. H. Gbin- 
l:ng. With Illustration!. Demytm. 



y diJ for Enfilish Histoiy."- 



THE MIDLAND RAILWAY. 
Clement Steetton. Wiih nun 
oils Illustrations. Dcvty iw. lai. 



Stwry. 

;oLi •- 

With 



, And i« made espetially 
ty its iriqturei. '—C/oS. 

ANNALS OF ETON 
By W. Sterhv, M,A. 
i lUustratianai. Dtmy 

sk^l and 



Illlu- 



ing. . Mr. Slerry 

O.T.Pllhsr. ANNALS OF SHREWS- 
BURY SCHOOL. By G. " 
FiSHBE, M.A. With ni 

'This careful, erudite \>oo\.— Daily 

■ A book of which Old Silupiaui are lure 
la be i)rQud.'_c;»£<. 
J, BsTKBumt. ANNALS OF WEST- 
MINSTER SCHOOL. By J. SAR- 
gkaunt, M.A. With numerous 
Illuslralions. Demy Bto. 71, 6d. 
A. Olartc. THE COLLEGES OF 
OXFORD : Their History and Iheir 
Traditions. Edited by A. Clakk, 
low of Lincoln College. 



j.6d. 
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T.M. Taylor. A CONSTITUTIONAL 
AND POUTICAL HISTORY OF 
ROME. ByT. M. Tavloh, M.A., 
Fellow of Gonville and Cuius College, 
Cambridge. Cnmm 8vo. 71. 6d. 
• We full; ncogniH Ltae value arihjs rue- 






it witb w. 
t which i[ 



e stDdent of Kan 



neoui.'-Sfta*ir. 
O. BrownlnE. A SHORT HISTORY 
OF MEDLEVAL ITALY, A.D. 
i2So->S3o- By OscAH Browning. 
FeTlow and Tulof of King's College, 
Cambridge. In Two Velumis. Cr. 
81V. 51. eacM. 
Vol. I. 1250-1409. — Gnelphs and 
Ghibellines. 



J. Wells. A SHORT HISTORY OF 
ROME. By I. Wells, M.A.. 
Fellow and Tutor of Wadhara Coll. , 
Oxford. TAird Edition. With 3 
Maps. Crown tvo. 31. f>d. 
TbisbocJc is iaiended Tor the Middleand f ^uiuuiui riiuiuiiujjLbk..uiupiAjjiuu:i. 
Upper Foniu of Public Schools and foi I Cr-itMi iiio. 31. 6d. 

SSBsanline Ccita 

Edited by J. B. Bt;RY, M.A., Litt.D, 
ZACHAKIAH OF MITYLENE. 1 lAas Pahmhntiih and M. BlDEJ. 
Translated into English by F. J. Dtmy %vo. 101. bd. net. 
B."'™i,,°'£;."'',.J:."- THE HISTORY OF KELLOS 
■' By C. SATHAS. Dtmy Bm. iej, 

EVAGRIUS. Edited by Professor I net. 



S. L. StsYMiaon. THE LETTERS 

OF ROBERT LOUI.S STEVEN- 
SON TO HIS FAMILY AND 
FRIENDS. Selected and Edited, 
with Notes and I alroduclions, by 
Sidney COLVIN. Four Sh and Chenftr 
Bditim. Crown 6vo. lai. 

LiBHABY Edition. Demy Bra. 3 
vols. 351. tut. 

' Irresutibleln Iheli ruiuesi, theiiTiiriely, 



Biography 



pounded ie 



delishlful inher 
-d of a "rtcbl] 
thBt the llleiu 
erved.'— ZiMU. 



J. 0. Mlllala. THE LIFE AND 
LETTERS OF SIR JOHN 
EVERETT MILLAIS, Presidenl of 
the Royal Academy. By bis Son, 
■ " - With 319 Illus- 



:, of which 



1 Photo 



Second Edition. 
Soyal Bill. 311. net. 
'Thimpleadidwoik.;— WwW. 



a. Barliiff Gould. THE LIFE OF 
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. By 
S. Basing Gould. With over 450 
Illustralions in the Text and la 
Phologravure Plates. Largt quarto. 
Gill tip. 361. 
' The main feature of this eorgeoiis lolume 
is its great wealth of bcAadfol photo- 
giavures Had finely - executed waod 
engranngi, consliluling a complete 
piclDrifll (Jitoniclc of NfrpolcoQ \.'s 
peTBODal hutory f rout Ibedayft D " 



:hildhoo^ _ 
lecond intai 
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L THE WALKERS 
OF SOtJTHGATE:Bringlhe Chro- 
nicles of a Cricketing Family. By 
W. A. Bktteswosth. lUmtiated. 
Demy Bvo. 71, td. 



0. B. Laywrd. THE LIFE OF MRS. 
LYNN LINTON. By G, S. Lav- 
ARD. With PortraJls. Dtmy 8u>. 



Lted to ui to Uwt wc really 

. . ._ . — me time in very food 
■Daily Crafiic 



l.tboioutthlyeoi 



^ord of a. 



lalablt 



Stonier LajiB-Poole. THE LIFE OF 
SIR HARRY PARKES. By Stan - 
LBY LANB-Poole. a JVevi anii 
Ckeaptr Edition. With Maps and 
Itortrait. Crnunt 8™. 6j, 

HelM 0. VMmon. THE LAST OF 
THE GREAT SCOUTS (■ Buffalo 
Bill'). By his Sister. HSLKN C. 
WsTMOEB. With Illustrations. 
Daiy Su). 



'The I 






uibedn 



ures of BdE'iiIp B 



0<nut4uioeBaalie. BROTHER MUSI. 
ClANS. Reminiscences of Edward 
and Waller Bacbe. By " 
BacHe. With Sixteen 1 



P. H. Oolomb. MEMOIRS OF AD- 
MIRAL SIR A. COOPER KEY. 
By Admiral P. H. Colomb. Wilh 
a Portrait. Demy Svo, 161. 
0. Oooper King. THE STORY OF 
THEBRITISHARMY. ByCoIonel 
COOFKK KiNC. Illustrateil. Demy 
tvf. -js.bd. 
'An lythorilative sod accuiilc story of 
Eneluid's aiililuy progress.*— Z>iiiVr 
MeM. 
%. Sontbej. ENGLISH SEAMEN 
{Howard, CliBord, Hawkins, Drake, 



Caveadish). By Robzkt SouTHsr^ 
Edited, with an Introduction, l^ 
David Hannay. Stcand EdiHen. 
Crtruin 6w. 6]. 
'A biHC, iupiciliiig bsslc' — Black 
IfAiU. 
W. Olark BUBSelL THE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLING- 
WOOD. By W. Clajk RUSSELL. 
With IlluslratiQUS by F. Brangwyk. 
Feurtli Editioit. Crmrmivo. 6s, 

UorriB FuUar. THE LIFE AND 
WRITINGS OF JOHN DAVEN- 
ANT, D.D. (1571-1641), Bishop of 
Salishury. By Mosms Ftnj.Ka, 
B.D. Demy 8i«7. 101. 6d. 

I. M. -Bise- ST. ANSELM 
CANTERBURY: A Chaptbi 
THE History of Religion. 
J. M. RlOO. Demy Svo. 71. Sd 

F. W. JoycB. THE LIFE 
SIR FREDERICK GORE OUSE- 
LEY. By F. W. JOVCE, M.A. 71. 6rf. 

Tt. O. ColUnpwood. THE LIFE OF 
JOHN HUSKIN. By W. G. 
COU.1HGWOOD, M.A. Wilh Por- 
traits, and 13 Drawings by Mr. 
Ruskin. Second Edilion. s veb, 
Bw. 3,31. Cheap Edition, Cnmm 
Buo. 6f. 

G. TBldBtsin. JOHN RUSKIN. Br 
Chables Waldstein, M.A. With 
a Photogravure Portrait, PaslStio, 51. 

A. BL F. Danneateter. THE LIFE 
OF ERNEST REN AN. By 
Madame Dakmesteteb, With 
Portrait. Secsad Edition. Cr. ivo. 61, 

W. H. Hntton. THE LIFE OF SIR 
THOMA.S MORE. By W. H. 
HOTTON, M.A. Wilh Portraits. 



I 

,^d ■ 






S. Baring Oonld. THE VICAR OF 
MORWENSTOW: A Biography. 
By S. BAEiNCi Gould, M.A. A 
new and Revised Edition. WJtb 
Portrait. Cnmm %VB. 31. 6rf. 
A coDpldttiy new edition of the wel' *— — 
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Travel, Adventure and Topography 



STsnBsiUlL THROUGH ASIA, By 
SVEN Hedin, Gold Medallist of the 
Roy»l Geographical Society. With 
300 Illuslralions from Sketches 
and Pboloerajihs by the Author, 
and Maps, zvah. RoyalZiii). aos.ntl. 
■One nf ths ^nstdt boolci of IhE kuid 

p(Kubl« LOKlve an adequate idea of the 
richDKs or Ib4 contents of [his bock, 

of travel uaajrpuHd in Eeoeraphicat 
and fauman intotesl. Much id* it u a 



wblch in 






P. B. Bkrine and B. D. Rom. THE 

HEART OF ASIA. By F. H. 
Skhinb and E. D. Ross. With 
MB.ps ajid many tUnstratiiins by 
VbkeSTChAG[N. Larft Crevra Bve. 



r&favolnmewill fom 
knowledEOofCemr 
icine ana coovmdn 



1 Icndmi 



R. E. Peaiy. NORTHWARD OVER 
THEGREATICE. BvR.E.PeAev, 
Gold M=dalliat of the Royal GeoEra- 
phical Society. With over 800 liius- 
tralions. auo/i. ReyalZvo. 331. nei. 
• His haaV mil tikelti place amone Iheper- 

T. H. Holdich. THE INDIAN BOR- 
DERLAND: being a Personal Re- 
cord of Twenty Years. By Sir T. H. 
Holdich, K.CI.E. Illustrated. JJeaiy 

■Probalil/ Uie most impoilanl wa]c on 
frontier topography that Iim lately been 



the cfasucal on L 

E that shanld loa^ rer 



[stoty of the Indian 



standard uahant/.'—Divf}' Cirunicli. 

A-KWylOa. MODERN ABYSSINIA. 

By A. B. Wylde. With a Map and 

a Portrait, Demji Sva. ijr. art. 

' The nio;l valuable cODlribuIian that has 



yet been nuule 10 our Imowledee of 

Abystinia. •—Mn-ukalir Cuardiait. 

'A book which will rank amone Ihe very 

best of African works. ■— DmilyCimicii. 

Hex. Hoale. MANCHURIA, By 
Alexander Hosie. With Ulustra- 
tions and a Map. Demy ivo. loj. 



higheit living aiilhority on 
ipecially uieful at tbt prc- 



A complete accf 

■racebylht 

tlie soWecl. 
'This book is e 

E. A, FltiOerald. THE HIGHEST 
ANDES. By E. A, FitzGehald. 
With 3 Maps, 51 Illustrations, 13 oi 
which are in Phologfraviire, and it 
Panorama. Royal Biw, 301. nel. 
Also a Small Edition on Hand-made 
Paper, limited to 50 Copies, 4/0, 

'Tlw'reiird of the first 



will CO 



;dby 



orifaehighe!,! 
be the 



the 1 



Is of Mict 



the Piufxh'—DaityCliroi^ill. 

F. -W. OhriaHan. THE CAROLINE 
ISLANDS. By F. W. Chhistian. 
With nany 111 ustral ions and Maps. 
Demy Btw. lai. 6d. ntt. 

our knowledge ol 

-'■■- -.i^j 



J. H. Jolmston. BRITISH CEN- 
TRAL AFRICA. By Sir H. H. 
J0H.NSTON, K.C.B. With nearly 
Two Hundred lllustralions, and Six 



* A fasdnatinr boeb, written with equ^l 
skill and cb"'"— tte work at once ofa 

peiicncFd. It abDuniis in admirable 
sketchES. ■—WittvtitaUr GantI,. 

L. Dwilo. THREE YEARS IN 
SAVAGE AFRICA. By Lionhi. 
Decle. With 100 lUustrationi and 
5 Maps. Second Edition. Demy Bvo 
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TWENTY 
YEARS IN THE NEAR EAST. 
Bj A. MULMK BeaMAN. Dimy 
Bib. WiUi Portrait. iO[. W. 

Eanri of Orleau. FROM TONKIN 
TO INDIA. By Primce Henri op 
Ohlkans. Translated by Hamlhv 
Bent, M.A Wilh loo fllustrations 
and a Map. Cr. 4/11, j^Vf fo/. £53. 

CbHter HiOoomlw. THE REAL 
CHINESE QUESTION. ByCKES- 

TER HOLCOMBS. Crowit Buo. ds. 
bafDre ihfl pablicfoE fomipg on opinian 



1 



I [his prAcdcal " DC 
ipjiid -Mb the Tair 






.VU'SrE." 



J.W.IlobeTt«oii-Scatt. THE PEOPLE 

OF CHINA. By J. W. ROBERTSON- 
SCOTT. With a Map. Cnnon B™. 



y- P^: . 



riBhtlvwi 



. This 



briet.. , . . . 

■EiccTlentlywell done. . . . EnlhraiUiiB. 
~Ufll*fy Dis^tch. 

B. L Hinde. THE FALL OF THE 
CONGO ARABS. By S. L. Hinde. 
Wilh Plans, etc. DistyZvo. izs.bd. 

A. Bt. H. Oibbons. EXPLORATION 
AND HUNTING IN CENTRAL 
AFRICA. By Major A. ST. H. 
Gibbons. With fuU-page Illustta- 
tioos by C. Wmvmpeh. and Maps. 
Demy tve. 151. 

A. a Morway. NAPLES: P.^T 

AND PRESENT. By A. H. NoH- 
WAV, Author of ' Highways and 
Byways in Devon and Cornwall. 
With 40 Illustrations by A. G. 
FebaRD. Cj-owuBt- '- 



[n thii boak Mc. Nom; givei 



rtonly. 



highly inior«iliogd«cripiJon of modern 

S. Borlne OouM. DARTMOOR : A 
Descriptive and Historical Sketch. 
By S. Barinc Gould. Wilh Plans 
and Numerous Illustrations. Cnnvn 



' A moKt ddiebirul guide, compuilon, and 

' Inrormcil witb clo» personal kaowleiSge.' 
— Saturday Kaim. 
8, Baring Oonld. THE BOOK OF 
THE WEST. By S. BASING 
Gould. Wilh nutneroiis Illustra- 
tions. Tao vclamti. Vol. i. Devon. 
Secpnd Edition. Vol. 11. Cornwall 
CrOTii't 81W. 6j. each. 
' Bracing u dieairofDarlmoar, tbdoKTid 

Lbey givp ui a very good idea of Ibui 
enchanriDg uid benutifuJ disoicl.' — 
Gtiariimt. 

a. Barine Oould. A BOOK OF 

BRITT.^NV. ByS.BARiNcGoULD. 
Wilh numeruus Illustrations. Crvten 



Uniform In soapc and itia wilb Mr. BarinE 

8. BarinB Oould. THE DESERTS 
OF SOUTHERN FRANCE. By 
S. Barinii Gould, a volt. Dnvf 

J.F.Fruer. ROUNDTHEWORLD 
ON A WHEEL. By John Fostkr 
Eraser. With 100 lllustiations. 
Cromn Bm, 6j. 

B. L JeSarson. A NEW RIDE TO 
By R. L. JEI 



rated. Cm. 



61. 



i. K. Trotter, THE NIGEI 
SOURCES. By Colonel J. " 
Tbotteb, R..A. Willi a Map k 
liluslralions. Crown iva. 

W. OrookB. THE NORXa 
WESTERN PROVINCES " 

INDIA: Their Ethnoujct a,_^ 
Administration. ByW. Crook^I 
With Maps and IIluslratLons. Demf 

A Boieragon. THE BENIN MAS- 
SACRE. By Captain Boisragon. 
Second Edition. Cr. ivo. y. 6d. 

H.8. Oorpn- THE HILL OF THE 
GRACES: OR, the GREAT Stonb 
Temples of Thipoll By H. S. 
CowTEKiF.S.A. With Maps, Plans, . 
and 7J II lustrations. Demy 9vo, 
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W. R WorafoKL SOUTH AFRICA. 
By W. B. WoHSPOLO, M.A. With 
J Map. Saond EdiHun. Cr.Bvo. 6j. 



Xatberlne and Gilbert U3,cqiiol± t N 
PARIS. By KatheriKe and Gil- 
bert MacqUOlD. llluslrated by 



Thomas R. Macquqid, R.l. Wiih 
3 maps. Cretan Sva. ii. 
'Aauhl LitlTs ^uii^, judiciously lupplied 

. H.Eeane. THE BOER STATES: 
A History and De&criplioii of tbc 
Transvaal and the Orange Free Stale. 
Ry A. H. Keane, M.A. Wilh 
Map. Crown Es'p, 6i. 



P. tt B. Onnliae. THE HISTORY 
OF THE BOER WAR. By F. H. 
E. CUNLIFFE, Fellow of All Souls' 
College, Oiford. With many Illus- 
trations. Plans, and Porlrails. /n a 
vols. Vol. I. . 15.. 
' THt cioUcpceaC tfae work is doubk ; Tot 

Iha illuKniions farm a piclun sBllcry 

of the wu which is not likely to bs 

rivalled. ... An idnl gift book.'— 

Acadtmy. 

O. 9. KflbertBon. CHITRAL; The 

Story of a Minor Siege. By Sir 

G. S. Robertson, K. C.S.I. With 

numerous 1 llustrations. Map and Plans. 

Second Edition. Demy ZvQ. loi, 6d. 

'A book which thcElinhelhans would have 

Ihought wi ■ - ■ - 
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R. S. S. Baden-PowelL THE DOWN- 
F.\LLOFPREMPEH. A Diary of 
Lifein Ashanli, 1895. ByMaj.-Gen. 

Badek- Powell. With 21 lilusira- 

lions and a Map. Third Edition. 
Large Crnvm Sm. 6j. 

R. a. a. Badan-PowoU. THE M.A,TA- 
HELECAMPAIGN.iSge. ByMaj.- 
Gen. Baden-Powell. With nearly 
100 Illustrations. Fourth and Chiaper 
Edition. Large Crmvit Sue. 61. 

J. B. Atldna. THE RELIEF OF 
LADYSMITH. By JoKN BlACK 
Atkins. With 16 Plans and lUus- 
traiions. Third Edition. Crown 
Zvo. 61. 

H-W.NsTliiion. LADYSMITH : The 
Diary of a Siege. By !1. W. Nevin- 



Wilh 16 Illusitalions and a 
Plan. Stcond Edilivn. CroainSuB. 6r. 

Baiolay Lloyd. A THOUSAND 

MILES WITH THE C.LV. By 
Captain Babclav Lloyd. Wild 
an Introduction by Colonel Mac- 
Kinnon, and a Portrait and Map. 
Crown Sua. 6s. 
PUaott Young. THE RELIEF OF 
MAFEKING. By Filson Young. 
With Maps and Iltuslrations, Crown 

J. AnguH HamlltoE. THE SIEGE 
OF MAFEKING. By J. Angus 
Hamilton. With many lllustra- 
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Howaid 0. muegas. WITH THE 

BOER FORCES. By HOWARD C. 
Hill)!^as. With 34 lllustiaiions. 
Second Edition. CromuBvo. 61. 
' A moii interestiag book. It hu many 
and glcaL meiilt.' — Athaueum. 
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B. a AldMSon. WITH THE 
MOUNTED INFANTRY AND 
THE MASHONALAND FIELD 
FOKCE, 1896, By LieuL-Colonei 
Aloeheon. Wiih numerous lllus- 
tralions and Plans. Depty Sr^. 
lOJ. 6rf. 

Seymonr Tsodaleu. CAMPAIGN- 
ING ON THE UPPER NILE 
AND NIGER. Bv Lieut. SsrVMOUR 
Vanoeleub. Wiih an Inlroduclion 
by Sir G. GoLDiE, K.C.M.G. Witli 
4 Maps, lllutiraiioi.s, ajid Plans, 
Largi Crown aw. loi. 6d. 

Lard FlncBstle. A FRONTIER 
CAMPAIGN. Bv Viscounl FiK- 
CASTLE, V.C.. and Lieut. P. C. 
Elljott-Lockhart. Wiih a Map 
andiSllIuslralions. Secc:id Edilion, 
Crown ina. 6s. 

E H. Bennatb THE DOWNFALL 
OF THE DERVISHES: A Slietch 
ol It's Sudaji Campaign of 1898. By 
E. N. Bennett, Fellow of Herlford 
College. Wiih a Pliologravurc Por- 
trait of Lord Kilcher;er. Third 
Edition. Crown Sw. jt. 6d, 

W. Klniialrd Soae. WITH THE 
GREEKS IN THESSALY. By 
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ByG. W. SteEVBNS. Dimyiix. 61. 
D. Hannay. A SHORT HISTORY 
OF THE ROYAL NAVY. From 
Early Tiues to thk Present Day. 
By David Hannait. Uluslrated. 
a Vols. Dlmf Bm. 
Vol. I., 1300-1638. 
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Narrative aud Criticism. ByE. L. S. 
HOBSUUKGH, M.A. With Plans, 
Srcond Edition. Crotcs Stia. y. 
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H. B. Qwagt. BATTLES OF 
ENGLISH HISTORY. By H. K 
Geokgk, M-A, Fellow ol New 
College, Oiford. With i 
Plans. Tiird Editi 
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8. Bating Oonld. OLD COUNTRY 

LIKK. ByS. BarinoGould, With 
Sixty-sBven Illusiralioas. Large Cr. 
Bvo. Fiflk Edition, fis. 
• "OldCouiui7Ltfe,"asheiailiyi»holE 
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Sound, h»rty,uidEnEUth to the core.' 
—Wtrld. 
B. Baring Oonll AN OLD ENGLISH 
HOME. By S. Baring Gould. 



. Baring Gould. HISTORI'_, 
ODDITIES AND STRANGfi 
EVENTS. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fiflh Edition. Crtniin Svo. 61. 
. Barine Oould. FREAKS OF 
FANATICISM, By S. BAKING 
Gould, TAird Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s. 

8. Baling Gould. A GARL.AND OF 
COUNTRY SONG : English Folk 
Songs wiih their Traditional Melodies. 
Collected and arranged by S. Baring 
Gould and H. F. ShePfARd. 
Oemy^tB. 6s. 

B. Baring CiDUld, SONGS OF THE 
WEST: Traditional Ballads and 
Bongs of the West of England, vfilh 
Iheit Melodies. Colleclcd by S. , 
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Baking Gould. M.A, and H. F. 

ShepfARD, M.A. In 4 Parts. Parlj 
/.. //., ///., 31. faeA. ParllV., (>. 
{hchc Vat., French iwrxai, 15J. 
' A rich collection of homour, pathrK^ S™"i 

8. taxing Oonld. YORKSHIRE 
ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fifth Edition. Cntwn Huu. 61, 

8. Stilllff Qonld. STRANGE SUR- 
VIVALS AND SUPERSTITIONS. 
By S. Baring Gould. Cr. 8m. 
Second Edition. 61. 

Huis OorellL THE PASSING OF 
THE GREAT QUEEN : A Tribute 
10 the Noblf Lifo of Victoria RegiDii. 
ByMAEiECoHELLi, Small tto. u. 

CoUon Mhiehiii. OLD HARROW 
DAYS. By J. G. CoTTON MiNcHlN. 
Cr. Bi-D. Second Edition, s'- 

V. E. OlwtetODS. THE SPEECHES 
OF THE RT. HON. W. E.GLAD- 
STONE, M.P. Edited by A. W. 
HuTTON. M.A., and H.J. Cohen, 
M.A With Portraits, Dcnty 8m. 
Voli. IX. aiidX., laj. Si tack. 

M. H, Oxford. A HANDBOOK OF 
NURSING. By M. N. Oxford, of 
Guy's Hospital. Crowa Bi/o. jj. 6rf. 
' The malt useful work of Ihi Iciud tlut we 

E. T. Zenker. ANARCHISM. By 
E. V. Zenker, Demy Svo. 71, Sd. 

Emily LairteBa. A GARDEN DLytY. 

By the Hon, Emily Lawless. 

Dftny Svo. 71. 6rf. net, 
B. J. Duncan. ON THE OTHER 

SIDE OF THF LATCH. By SARA 

Jeannettk Duncan (Mrs. Cotes). 

Author of 'A Voyage of Cnnsolation.' 

Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 6j, 
V. mmamaon. THE BRITISH 

GARDENER. ByW.WfLLlAMsoN. 

Illusu-ated, Dimy tvo. 10s. 6d. 
AmoU Wlita. EFFICIENCY AND 

EMPIRE. By Arnold Whitb. 

Croan t-uo. 6s. 
'SliniulalinE»i"l'ni"i"™'ng ttrougliom, 
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A.BUTa-WUte. THE EXPANSION 
OF EGYPT: A PQliiical and Hia- 
WricalSujvcy. ByA. Silva White. 
Wilb four Special Maps, Demy Svn. 
1 51. net. 
'This is emphnliCBllT the heat account of 

ChaB. BioharOaon. THE ENGLISH 
TURF. By Charles Richardson. 
With numcroiis lUustralionB and 
Flam, Demy BvB. 
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FblUp Trevco-. THE LIGHTER 
SIDE OF CRICKET. By Captain 
f HILIP TREVOa (Dux). Crown S-ao. 
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'A wholly enterloininE book."— Ci«r™< 

/ferj^ld. 
■The most welcome book on our nalianal 

ganie published foi yeu5.'-i:iw>f> 

Genllman. 

Peter BedcTortf. THOUGHTS ON 
HUNTING. By Peter Beckford. 
Edited by J. Otho Paget, and 
Illustrated by G. H. JALLAND. 
Demy 8m. 10.-. &/. 
' Beckfoid's "Thoughts on Huniing"' bos 
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E. B. BDdiell. THE ART AND 
PkACTICE OF HAWKING. E» 
IC. a MiCHKLL. Wilh 3 Pholo- 

fruvures by G. E. Lodge, and oiIit 
Uustraiions. Demyi-.'o. \os. fiJ. 

'XolwDkkmarEfullnndambgrilUivcth.iil 
Ihis handuDie [nallM.' 

H. 0. HntcWnion. THE GOLFING 

PILGRIM. By HOHACK G. 
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J. Telia. OXFORD AND OXFORD 

LIFE. By Members of the Uni- 

veraily. Edited by J, WeU-S, M.,\ 



a 0. SolwrtaoiL VOCES ACADE- 
MICd£. By C. GkantRoeektsi.in, 
M.A. Fellow of All Souls'. Oxfonl. 
With a Frontispiece. Poll&ao. 31.6,/. 
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RoBttmary Ootas. DANTE'S GAR- 
DEN, Bjr ROSBMARV CoTBS. With 
a Fronlispiree. Saoad BditioH. Fcp. 
tnio. 31. 6rf. Ltalktr, pi, 6d. ml. 

flDweremedtianedby Danlc' — Academy. 

CUfford HsnlioiL READING AND 
READERS. By Clifford Harri- 



L. WUtdtj'. GREEK OLIGARCH- 
IES: THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. By L. 
Whibley, M.A. FellCFW of Pem- 
bioke College, Cambridge. Cratim 

L. L. Priofc ECONOMIC SCIENCE 
ANDPRACTICE. ByL.L.PBICB. 
M.A, Fellow of Oriel College, Ox- 
ford. Crimm ivo. 6j. 

J. 8. SHedlock. THE PIANOFORTE 
SON.\TA : Its Origin »od Develop- 
ment. By J. S. Shsdlock. Crmiin 
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A. Hnlmo Bmman. PONS ASIN- 

ORUM ; OR, A GUIDE TO 

BRIDGE. By A. Hi;lmb Bba- 
UAH. Secand Edilion. Fcafivo. us. 

E li^Bowden.' "'TI *BEX.4MPLE OF 
BUDDHA: Being Quotations from 
Buddhial Literature for each Day in 
the Year. Compiled by E. M. 
Tkird Bdilion. x6mii. 
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Sidney PbbI, PRACTICAL LICENI _ 
ING REFORM. Bytha Hon SiD^^ 
NEr PtEi., la.IB Fellow of Trinity 
College, Oiiford, and Secretary to 
the Royal Commission on the Licena- 
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of Mr. Bradley s " Appeinjit 
Reality." '-C/awmu Htrald. 
W. H. FaliDrothar. THE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. H, GREEN. By 
W. H. Faiebhotheh, M.A, Second 
Rdithn. Cr. iva. y ^■ 
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'. W. BluselL THE SCHOOL OF 
PLATO. By F. W. Bl'Ssell, D.D.. 
Fellow of Brasenose College, Oiford. _ 
Z)emy Sid. 101. 6d. ' 
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M.D. With 

W. 0. 0. Pake*. THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. ByW. C. C. Pakes. 
With numerous lUusMalions. Dtmy 



A. T. H»re. THE CONSTRUC- 
TION OF LARGE INDUCTION 
COILS. By A. T. Hare, M.A. 
With numerous Diagrams. Demy 
SiB. 6j. 

J. E. Marr. THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. By J. E. 
Mark, F.R.S., Fellow of St. John's 
College, Cambridge. Illustrated. 
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AGRICULTURAL 
ZOOLOGY. EyDr. J. RithekaBos. 
Translated by J. R, AlHSWORTH 
Davis, M.A. With an Introduction 
by Eleanor A. Ormeeod, F.E.S. 
With ijs Illustrations. CrotuK %vo. 
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Ed. Ton Fiendenreieh. DAIRY 

BACTERIOLOGY. AShortManua; 
for the Use of Sludenia. By Dr, 



Ed. von Freudenkeich, Trans- 
lated by J, R, AiNswORTH Davie. 
M.A. Saond Edition, Revised. 
Crmm Svn, zj. 6d. 
Cbalme» HltcbeU. OUTLINES OF 

BIOLOGY. By P. CHALMERS 
Mitchell, M.A. liluilrated. Cr. 
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of Phyikiuu and SugccnB. 
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GEOHOBMAsseK. With isColouTed 
Plates. Boyaliva. i8j. mt. 
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snidentof tbe Myxoeulm.'— JfalntY. 
J. BtephenBOn and F. Suddards. 
ORNAMENTAL DESIGN FOR 
WOVEN FABRICS. By C. 

Stephenson, of the Teclinieal 
College. Bradford, and F, Suddards, 
of the Yorkshire College, Leeds. 
With 6s full-page plates. Demy 8ib. 
Second Edilion, js, 6d. 
'The book is ver^'ablf done, dispLayinE an 
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' and H. E. RolwrtB, 
L.\CE-MAKtNG IN THE MID- 
LANDS, PAST AND PRESENT. 
By C. C. Crann-er and M. E, 
Roberts. With i6 full-page Illus- 
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W. S. toga. CHRISTIAN MYSTI- i 
CISM. The Baraplon Lcclures 
for 1B99. ByW. K. Inge, M.A., 
Fellow and Tutor of Hertford I 



College, Oxford. Demy tvo. 
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TlONS OK DrVlNE LOVK. By 
Ihe LaLiV Jvl.iAW eif Nontidi. 

K putUIlT moderaiHd voilin, Iroa the 
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■.K-Bmuon. THKWAYOFHOLI- 
NI'-HH: B DevulioDal Commentary 
on ilw iiMb PhIiq. Bf R. M, 
Bkniok, M.A,, of (he Cawley 
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Bicditsi isn.' —CuarJIim. 
JHob BttmiML THKSUPERSENS. 
UAL LIKK. By Jacob Bbmmen. 
■edited bf Dkknand Holland. 

I. R. Drinr. SRKMONS ON SUR. 
lECTS CONNECTED WITH 
THE OLD TESTAMENT. By S. 
R. DrIVkh, D,D,, Cnnon of Christ 
Ctiuroh. Rcgiui Profcuor of Hehrvw 
inlheUnlversllyofOiford. Cr.iiia. 
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T, K. Olwnw- FOUNDERSOFOLD 
TtSTAMliNT CRITICISM. Ry 
T, K, ChkynB, D.D., Oriel Pro- 
rmioral Oxrord. Large Croinn 8iw. 

AhlitDrlulikelchofO. T. Criticum, 

WUter loot ST. PAUL, THE 

MASTER-BUILDER. ByWALTEU 
Lock, D.D.. Warden of Keblc 
College. Crown tvo. 31. 6d. 
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P. S. OruKW- THE SOUL OF A 
CHRISTIAN. By F, S. Granger. 
M.A.. Litt-D. CrtmmZvB. 61. 
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H. BMaaHL DOCTRINE AND 
DEVELOPMENT, By Hastihos 
Raskdall, M.A., Fellow andTnior 
of New College, Oxford. Cr.Bw. 6t 

B.H.HMlBOn. APOSTOLIC CHRIS- 
TIANITY: As lUusuated by the 
EpiGllesofSl. PaollolbeCorialbians. 
By H. H. He.vson, M.A. Fellow of 
All Souls', Oiford, Couod of Wesl- 



M.A., Fellow of All Souls', Oifo 

a H. Henun. LIGHT ANO 
LEAVEN ; HistokicAL 
Social Seehoss. By H. H. Hen- 
son, M.A Crevm Svt. 6s. 

J. HoueAton Kennedy. ST. PAUL'S 
SECOND AND THIRD 
EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
THIANS. With Introduction, Dis- 
sertations. and.NoiGS, by JAHBS 

Houghton Khnnkdv.Tj.D., 

Assistant Lecturer in Divinity in (he 

University of Dublin. Cromnava. 61, 

Branett and Adeney. A BIBLICAL 
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W. B. Bennstt. A PRIMER OP 
THEBIBLE. By W. H. Bemnbtt. 

SicBHd Edititn. Cr. Sno. ss. 6* 



n. TENNYSON 
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. 
By C. F. G. Maetbruan. Ctmmt 
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CLOVELLY 

SERMONS. Br William Harri- 
son, M.A.. late Rector of Clovelly. 
With a Preface by ' Lucas Malet. ' 
Cr. Vajo, y, 6d. 
CkUIa RoblsiOIt. THE MINISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. By Deacon- 
Dtas Cecilia Robiwson. Wiih an 
iDtraduciion by tbe Lord Bishop of 



S. B. Laysrd. RELIGION IN BOY- 
HOOD. Notes on the Religious 
Training of Boys. By E B. 
Lavahd. M.A. limo. ii. 

T. Herbart Blndlef. THE OECU- 
MENICAL DOCUMENTS Oi~ 
THE FAITH, Edited *ilh Inlro- 
duclions and Notes by T, Hekbert 
BiNDLBT, B.D, , MertiiD College, 
Oxford. Crcmn Svo. 6i. 



H. K. BorroiL TEXTS FOR SER- 
MONS ON VARIOUS OCCA- 
SIONS AND SUBJECTS. Com. 
laled and Ananged by H. M, Bah- 
HON, B.A., of Wadham College, 
Oxford, with a Preface by Canon 

Scott Holland* Craiim Sno. 3J. 

W, YoTke Fausart. THE DB 
CA TECHIZANDtS RUDIBUS 
OF ST. AUGUSTINE. Edited, 



r.H.BimL THESOUL'S PILGRIM- 
AGE: Devotional Readings from 
tbc published and unpublished 
writings of Geomok Bod*. D.D. 
Selected and arranged by J. H. 

Burn. B.D. Pmi 8ib. at. bd. 
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THE HOLY SACRI- 
FICE. By K. Wksto.n, M.A, 
Curate of St. Matthew's. Westmin- 
stET. PiiH B™, bd. net. 
i SempU. THE IMITATION OF 
CHRIST. By Thomas X Kempis. 
Wiih an Introduction by Dean 
Farrar. Illustrated by C. M. 
Gere. Second Edition. fcap.ivo. 
31. fid. Paddid merecca. 51. 
'Amangat all tbe innniiicnble Enfluh 

hiYo been fow "bich woe ptetiitr lh«n 
tbii one, priniEtl iavrronevi^hAiidiainc 
type, wita hL] (be glory of red iDitiaJL' — 
GUserw iler*ld. 
J. Sehto. THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 

By John Keb:.E. With an Iniro- 

duelion and Noles by W. LoCK. 

D.D., Warden of Keble College. 

Illustrated by R. Anning Bell. 

Seamd Edilieiu Fcap, 8w. 3J. bd. 
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General Editor, Walter Lock, D.D.. Warden of Keble College. Dean 
Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the Universiiy of Oiford. 



THE BOOK OF JOB. Edited, with 
IntroducliDn and Noles. by E C. S, 
Gibson. D.D.,VicarDfLeedE. Dimy 

^ Tbe publishers are to be conffratubued on 
' Dr. Gibsea'i work is worthy of a high 

t)an&l)oofi0 of ZbeoloQ's 

General F^i lor, A. Rohehtsom, D.D., Piincipal of King's College, London. 
THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE | Principal of WelU Tbealogital Col. 
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AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF RELIGION. By 
I'. B. JKVONS, M.A., Lill.D., Prin- 
cipal of Bishop Haltield's Hatl. 
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■A dear ind remukabiT rull ■cconni nt 111 
DULincuncaaoriiRculatioa. ScJwlarJ 

El^"ini«'nil*" hS'subJ^^f!^' Ml 
Oltley'i merici.' — Cxanilim. 
AN INTRODUCTION TO THl 
HISTORYOFTHECREEDS. B 
A. E. Burn, B.D. , ExaroininK Ch&i; 
lainlo the Kshop of Lichfield. Oem 

'This book' may be upecKd (a bold ii 
place as an auUionty OP its lul^ect.'- 

THE PHI LOSOPHY OF RELIGIOf 
IN ENGLAND AND AMERICA 
By Alfred Caldkcott, D.D. 



■hgiouih boak-'—SirmitigiaKi Pni. 
THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCAR- 
NATION. ByR.I„OTTLEV.M.A.. ' SiiiBuIatiy,>»i 
Ule fellow of Magdalen CollPEe. 
0»on. , and Principal of Pusey House, 
Ik Tvio Volumu. Demy Eva, iji. 

Cbe aburcbman's Xlbcaie 

General Edilor, ]. H. BURN. B.D„ Examiniog Cbapl: 
Bishop of Aberdeen. 
THE BEGINNINGS OF ENGLISH 
CHRISTIANITY, By W, E. Coi^ 
LiNs. M.A Wilh Map. Cr. 8vo. 
3i, 6rf. 
' An cialbnt e maple oflhorougti and frtsh 



SOME NEW TESTAMENT PRO- 
BLEMS. By Akthub Wright, 
M.A-. rellciw of Queen's College, 
Cambridge. Crown Biw. 6i. 



THE WORKMANSHIP OF THE 
PRAYER BOOK: Its Lilerarr one 
Liturgical Aspeots. ByJ. DowDBN. 

D.D., Lord Bishop of Edinburgh, 



lch^«;lv and ii 



EVOLUTION. ByF.B.jEVONS,M.A. 
Lill.D., Principal of Hatfield Hall 
Durham. CntwH Bib. 31. 6A 
A >>el|.wr[tlFn tmok, fiill of louod thinkinf 



■.cbolatship. -C'isl Tieufkti. 
THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 
HERE AND HEREAFTER. By 
Canon Wlnterbotham, M.A., 
B.Sc., LL.B. Cr. Bvu. 31 ' 

JLbe dburcbman's Sfble 

Geneial Edilor, J. H. BURN. B.D. 

Messrs. METHtTKN are issuing ascries of expositions upon most of ihe book; 

of ihe Bible, The volumes will be praqlical and devotional, and the teit of thi 

.-...■- !— y,i,ic\, „j][ eOTTBspond as far a- 



possible with the Church Leclionary. 

THE EPISTLE OF ST. PAUL TO 
THE GALATIANS. Explained by 
A. W. RoiiiNEON. Wear of All 
Hallows, Barking. Ftaf. Bus. ij. 6d. 
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THK EPISTLE OF PAUL THE 
APOSTLE TO THE PHILIP- 
PIANS. Explained by C. R, D. 
Biggs, B.D. Fcap. 8uo. ii 6rf 



THE EPISTLE OF ST, JAMES. 
Edilffd by H. W, FulfORd, M.A 
Fcaf. Sro. II. 6rf. Ml. 



Itbc XfbtatB ot Bewotloii 

jW8w, ciolA, 2s.: lealher, ii. bd. n 



• Chiimiing.'— «««n/. 

THE CONFESSIONS OF ST. AU- 
GUSTINE. Newly Translaled, 
wilb an Introduclion and Noles, by 
C. BiGC, D.D. , late Student of Christ 
Church. Third EdiHm. 



THE CHRISTIAN YEAR- By John 
Kkble. With Inlroducdon and 
Noles by WALTER Lock, D.D., 
Warden of Keble College, Ireland 
Frofe^QT at Oxford. 



lion, by C Bigg, D.D., late Sludenl 

of ChHat Church. Secmd £diliBK. 

A prulically new InmUiion of thii booU, 

which Lhc reader h^, flliDoal Igr (he firU 

A BOOK OF DEVOTIONS. By J. 
W. Stanbriooe, B.D., Reclor of 
Biiinlon, Canon of York, and some- 
lime Fellow of St. John's College, 
Oxford. 
■It U probably ■■ - - - - 



iS high coin men daLioi 



-Ciurci 



Iwed publiabed more alimclivcly-' — 

1l SERIOUS CALL TO A DEVOUT 
AND HOLY LIFE. By WiLl.lAM 
Law. Ediled, with an Introduclion. 
by C. BiGG, D.D., lats Sludenl of 
Christ Chnrcl- 






'.'S""l 



mtdCat' 



, of the AWiWb PriHcifs. 
THE TEMPLE. By George Her- 
bert. Edited, with an Introduction 
and Notes, by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D., Vicar of Leeds. 



Id the I 



if the first 



. GUIDE TO ETERNITY, By 
Cardinal BONA. Edited, witb an 
Introduclion and Notes, by I. W, 
Stanbridge, aD., lata Follow of 
St. John's College, Oxford. 
THE PSALMS OF DA ViD. With nn 
Iniroduclioa and Noles by B. W. 
Randolph, D.D,, Principal of the 
Theological College. Ely. 

Prayer Book venioD of the PuJ on, 

LYRA APOSTOLICA. With an In- 
by Canon Scott Hol- 
d Noles by H. C. Beecii- 



LYRA INNOCENTIUM. By Joj 
Keble. Ediled, with Introduction 
and Notes, by Walter Lock, D.D., 
Warden of Keble College, Oxford. 



I. W. Hutton, M.A 
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leaders ot Keligion 

Edited brM.CBEECHlNG,M.A. With Portraits, Crown 8w>. 3i.6d. 
A Miies of shoit biogiDpbies of the most pioTninent Ittadert of rdigioui 1 
life and thought of all ages and coimtiies. 
The following are ready- 



By R, H. 

By J. H. Over- 



bishop WILBERFORCE. 

W. DANIELL, M.A. 
CARDINAL MANNING. By A. W. 

HUTTON, M.A. 

CHARLES SIMEON. By H. C. G. 

MoULE, D D. 
JOHN KEBLE. By Walter Loch, 



By G. 



AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. 

By E. L. CUTTS, D.D. 
WILLIAM LAUD. By W. 

HUTTON. M.A. 
JOHN KNOX. By F. MacCuns. 
JOHN HOWE, By R. F. Hoktoh. 

D.D. 



D.D. 

THOMAS CHALMERS. 

OUPHANT. 
LANCELOT ANDREWES. 

L. Ottley, M.A. 



BISHOP KEN. By F. A. ClABKX. 

M.A. 
GEORGE FOX. THE QUAKER, 

By T. HoDGKiN, D.C.L. ' 

JOHN DONNE. By AtiGOST 



By Mcs. 
By R. 



JKS 



•, D.D. 



Other Toluroex will be aunonnced 

Fiction 



thomas cranmer. 

Mason, 
bishop latimer. by r. m. c. 

-".A, J. Cahlvle, M.A. 

doe coune. 



ER.^1 

:ax^H 



A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS. 

Tioatly-Seiond Bditiort. 
VENDETTA. Saienlanlk Edilian. 
THELMA. Tweaif^Fifth Editian. 
AEDATH: THE STORY OF A 

DEAD SELF. Tkirtctnth Editi 
THE SOUL OF LILITH. Ttnth 

Editicn. 
WORMWOOD. Elaiinth Edilion. 
BARABBAS : A DREAM OF THE 

WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Tkirly- 

axOt Edilion. 
• The lendtr revel 



of ibB ivf k rot^otteD 






I o( Ihe 



provided It be preudled in (bt trae &pu 
of Chrisiiao fidlh. Th« mnplific.lioi 
of Ihe Scripiure narralive are often CO 

"Dteaoirf iheWotld'i Twgtdy" 

of the lupreme cliiaax of tbe umpiret] 
Bamlive.'— JTxJffH Snieai, 
THE SORROWS OF SATAN. 



good Cnrdifial Bonprf 



bantUul 

Ua MUirables" . . . Tk» 
vfaich [he Cardincd apjH«n 
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Anthony Hope's Norelfl 

Crvton Sv0. 61. talk. 
THE GOD IN THE CAR. Ninth f^thtal fri.od, .nd . 01 



Edifi 



: booli, < 



caumcud witli the provcibiol ait tbu 

cpjoyed by rcaden (0 wluun Sat literary 

melhudiiBkeEiipleasaie.'— 7*^ Wsrld. 

ACHANGEOFAIR. SiilhEdilioit. 

'A Binctful, viviidoui conitdr, true Ip 



PHROSO 


I'llu 


slrated by 


H. R. 


Millar 


Fifth Edition: 




•Tbtai^ 




SSiil 


ict *ub 


vitaliif 


Iliirin 




Caaia 








SIMON DALE 


Illustrated 


Fifth 


EdiHm. 








■Th=ra a 


KVCh 


ne ^alysU.O 


human 








sly con- 




pLol. ^ 


m\i^t^ 


mwnthc 










sublletv 


o^dd 


MlIiRORT 




THE KING'S 


Third 



y quality^ and m 






Willi "The Priionet of Zend.."— 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 
ANTONIO. Fe^rih Editiim. 
' IC is a perfectly euchanlinE »tory of lo*e 
and chivalry, and pure ranuince. The 
Count is the molt conslanl, desperate, 
and modest and fender o[ loyerB. a peer- 

GUbert Parker'a Hovela 

Crmm ive. 61. each. 
PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. 
Fifth Edilien. 
'Slofiefe happily conceived and 5a«lT ei- 
ented. TbereisiItenKthandBenmsin 
Mr. Parka'i .tyle.'-D«V^ TiUf^k. 
MRS. FALCHION. Fourth EdiHon. 
* A iplcadid study of character,' — 



Edili 

with the best of hii novels^ while in the 

AiblilcyoTiEa analysis it surpasses^ bit 

QU™ANTE.''"r.(i>rf Eduiin. 
' The book is rotnUe for a very high ILler- 



1 erery p^e-' — Daity 



THE TRANSLATION OF A 
SAVAGE. ^tcQKd F.dilitm. 

w<A out: b^Mr.'parku'hi^ d^ae it 
with ETtut skill and delicacy. ' 

—Daify Ckri^ticli. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 
Illustrated. 









A book like 



inexpressible.' — Daily Chronicit, 

■WHEN VALMOND CAME TO 
PONTIAGl The Story of a. Lost 
Napoleon. Fifth Edition. 

Iivinj rjmagge. The character Of Vid- 



an adventurer of TH 

NORTH ; The Last Adventures . 
' Pretty Pierre.' Second Edilien. 



reputation.' — Gtniffpvi Htrald. 
THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. 
Illustrated. EleviHlh Edition. 
Mr. Paikci hu produced a really fine 



romance, both of human life and wild 

THE pomp' OF THE LAVILET- 
TES. Second Edition. 31. 6i 

ledee of bamas nataie than Mr. Parker 
has era diipliyed bdoie.'— /'a// Mall 



F 
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8. Buing Chmld's Norela 
Crevm Sue. bs. lack. 



ARMINELL. Piflk Edition. 

URITH. Fifth Edition. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA, 

SeveHlA Ediliott. 
MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGEN- 

VEN. Fourth EdilinH. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. Eourlh Edition. 
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth 

Edilien. 
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 

JACQUETTA. Third Edition. 
KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. 
NOl^MI. llluslralPd, Fourth Edili. 

Oonan Doyle. BOUND THE R1 _ 
LAMP. By K. CoNAN DovLE. 
Stvcnih Edition. Cn^n Bm. 6j. 
' Th* book ii fu and ivxt Ilu ben Tieir 
thilhu been Touchufed ai behiod ihe 
uuet of Ihe cansuhini.nxuB.'— ///HI. 
lT,il,d Lim^im Jtmt. 

fltonley Woyman. UNDER THE 
BED ROBE. Bt Stanley Wev- 






uihe) 



„ iihiled ..._.... . , 

CImmcll. 
LOCM BTBlBt. THE WAGES OF 
SIN, By Lucas Malkt. TMr- 
ttfnlh Edition. Cnnon Bw. 6i. 

Lttcas Malrt. THE CARISSIMA. 
By Lucas Malet, Auihor of 'The 
WagesofSin,' " " "'■■ 



no* 8ko. 6j. 



t or Sin 



Auihor of 'The Wai 
Fourth Edition. Cream BM. 61. 
' The noT^ a told wilb a sense of styleand a 

IbuiSim.'— fi*-tff. 

W. W. JmoIm. A MASTER OF 
CRAFT. By W. W. Jacobs. 



■atrf^a 



THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS 

Third Edition. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illus- 

mied. Second Edition. 
BLADYS. niustraled. Snond EdiHen. 
DOMITIA. lUuslrftted, Seantd Edi- 



PABO THE PRIEST. 
WINEFRED. rUilstratfd. 

Edition. 
THE FROBISHERS. 



lor of ■ Many Cargoes.' 
id. Fourth Edition. Crovm 
3J. 6rf. 



IShBt H 



'The 



\t lnugbter.'— .Sy/cf 



'. w"Jao 



lisheid for 

MANY CARGOES. 
By W. W. Jacobs. T-mcnty-fifth 
Fdiiion. Crown Stio. 31. 6d. 

W. W.JacObH. SEA URCHINS. By 
W.W.Jacobs. Croon Bvo. 3S.6d. 

EtoaLyalL DERRICK VAUGHAN, 
NOVELIST. 4111^ thousand. By 
Edna Lyau.. Crinm Sva. 31. 6d. 

aeorg« OlSSlIif. THE TOWN TRA- 
VELLER. By Gborce Gissing. 
Author of 'Demos,' 'In ihe Yew of 
Jubilee,' etc Second Edition. Cr. 



OeOTgB aiSBlUK. THE CROWN OF 
LIFE. By Geobcb GlSStNG, Author 
of ■ Demos,' ' Tbe Town Traveller,' 
etc. Cr<rwn 8m. 6j. 

Henry Jamos. THE SOFT SIDE. 
By Henry JAMES, Auihor of "What 
M^ai.sie Knew.' Sicend EdiHoti. 
Crown 81 



™y»I™ 
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"'TlitS«Tc(lFoant"Li only for (he few, 
but Ihey will pruEO it highly, for It is 

MallCutlU. 

B. R. Oroctett. LOCHINVAR. By 

S. R. Crockttt, Aulhor ol 'The 
Raiders,' etc. lllusualed. Second 
Sditianr Crown %tf9. 6j. 
' Fall of piUaiiliT ud pithoi, of tha ctuh 
of ™'oiS" aa&\a^-P,s'mifa^T 

S. B. Crookett. THE STANDARD 
BEARER. By S. R, Ckockett. 

' A deLighifiil tale.*— i>*o*«-. 
' Mr. Crodi«t at his ^xKC—Liltrttun. 
ArtHttl Blorriion. TALES OF 
MEAN STREETS. Br Arthur 
MOHHSON. Fifth BdiliOH. Cr. 



MaiPemberton. THEFOOTSTEPS 
-'•e A THRONE. By MAX Pkm- 
ERTON, llluslraled. Stamd EH- 
OH. CrewH Kvo. 6s. 
story of pure adventure, with t tenn. 
tioD OD every piigc.' — Daily Maih 
U. BntherianiL ONE HOUR AND 
THE NEXT. By Tkk Dltchkss 
OF Sutherland. Third EdiHon, 
Crtrmn Bvo. 6s. 



Kra, Ollfforil. A FLASH OF 
SUMMER. By Mrs. W. K, Clif- 
ford, Aulhor of "Aunt Anne,' clc. 
Siccml Edition. Crmin tvo. 6s. 

ilely told.'— J>.a*in-. 
Emily Lavleaa. HURRISH. Bvihe 
Honble. EmilY Lawless, 
Maelcbo,'elc. PiflhBdi 



the hook liei jti jmtification, 

!at hade The inthec'^ ueiho 
iiingly effective, imd product 
Uiog »Dui of reality. The ir 
\ upon us E muter hinil. The ] 
imply mppallicg und irteiiitibl 



it isceitiun to •a^t.-— World. 

ArtbuT MorrlsoiL A CHILD OF 
THE JAGO. By Arthur Morri- 
son. Third Edition. Cr. Bpo. 6j. 
•The book ii M masterpiece. '—/'■;; M^ll 
' Told with great viKOUc and poweifhl >im- 
AitEiS Morriso ""'to LONDON 

TOWN. By Arthuh Morrison. 

Author of 'Taltfs of Mean Streets,' 
etc Second Edition. Crown ivo. 6s. 

full oTt'ei^OT™ =11? JaM. . . !™" 
i> the new Hr. Arthur Motiinu grmdoua 

DMilr Tilrrrafh^ 

Arthur HomBOD. CUNNING 
MURRELL. By ARTHUR Mor- 
rison, Aulhor of 'A Child of the 
{rtgo,' e.c. Crwtn ivo. 6s, 
he plat hangiadoilnbly. The dialogue 
ii perfect."— OoiVj' Mail. 
'Admirable. . . . Delightful Qunoiooi 



of 



Emily Lavleaa. MAELCHO: a Sii- 

teeatb Cenlury Romance. By [he 
Honble. Emily Lawless. Second 
Edition, Crown Svo. 6j. 
' A really great IkidIe.' — Sftclalor. 

Emily LawlMS. TRAITS AND 
CONFIDENCES. By Ibe Honble. 
Emily Lawless. Crowrt Sm, 6i. 

Eden PHiUpotts. LViNG PRO- 
PHETS. By Eden Phillpotts. 
Cnniin Zvo, 6j. 

Eden PhUlpotti!. CHILDREN OF 

THE MIST. By Edbn Phillpotts. 

Crown Btfl. lii. 
Eden PUllpotte. THE HUMAN 
BOY. ByEOEN pHiLLPOTTS.Aulhor 
of 'Children of Ihe Mist,' With a 
Frontispiece. Fourth Edition. Crown 
Sno, 6s, 
' Mr. Phlllpotu knows HBCtly what schsol- 



Edsn Phillpotts. SONS OF THE 
MORNING. By Ede« Phill- 
potts, Author of -The Children of 
the Mist' Saond Edition. Cmm 

'A book DfitrsDee power and fascitullocu' 
-MtmiivJ'osl.^ 
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Jane Barlmr. A CREEL OF IRISH 
STORIES. By Jamb Baklow. 
Author of 'Irish Idylls.' SucHtd 
Edilim. Crmm Siw. Gi. 
' Vivid BDd lingululy nai'^Seolimaii. 

Jane BhIot. FROM THE EAST 

UNTO THE WEST. By JANK 
GablOW, Cnrwn 6vo. f>s. 

J. H. Flndlater. THE GREEN 

GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. By 
JaNB H. Fi.NDLATKR. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8io. 6s. 

* A beautiful Biory. ud Afid iCtuiec hs tnith 

it«lf.-— Kmi-/> Fair, 
'AsinfuluW odEinJUi dcTcr, uid bemaliTuI 

BlOry. ' — GnafdlaM. 
' RcTEiJi la u> a new wrtur oT undimlMed 

'An eiquisils idyll, dalime, sfFKiing. and 
be»utiful.-SAi:* iMrf ifhili. 
3. H. PlJuUatar. A DAUGHTER 
OF STRIFE. By JANB H. FiND- 



RACHEL. By 
Jane H, Ficidi.ateb. Second 
Edition. Crovin 8™. fit. 
' A not unwonhy succesHit ta "The Green 
Grayes of Bulgowrie." •—CriUc. 

3. H. and Haiy FiudUtter. TALES 
THAT ARE TOLD. By Jane H. 

FiNDLATEH, and MAEV FlNDLATEK. 

Crown Svo. 6j. 
' Delightful and graceful slori« for which 



UaryFlndl&ter. A NARROW WAY. 

By Makv FlNDLATER, Author of 
■Over the Hdls.' Third Edilien. 
Crown %vo, ts. 



Mary Hndlater. BETTY MUS- 

GKAVE. By MabT Fi;JDLATE11. 
Second Edition. Croiim %vo. fit. 



Alftea OUtTsnt. OWD BOB, THE 

GREV DOG OF KENMUIR, By 
Ai-rKKoOLLiVANT. Fifth Edition. 

■Weiid, IhrilliDg, Mriliingly j™phk.'— 



B. K. Croker. PEGGY OF THE 
BARTONS. By B, M. Crokes, 
Author of 'Diana Barringlon.' 
Fifth Edition. Crown Svs. 6i. 
' Mrs. Crakeieinlsin Ihesdoiiiablyiimple, 
ea.™. ond direct flow of hMnBrTatiwi,llie 
brialcueu of faer dialoeue, and the Eeoi- 
alley of hu patlniluie.'— J>Kfa»r. 

B. M. Oroker. A STATE SECRET. 

By B. M. CeokeR, Author of ' Peggy 
o/the Bartons,' etc. Saond Edition. 

'Full of huDioui, End always frah and 

pleaBing,' — Daity Exfirrsi. 
' Ineenioua, humorous, pretty, paihatic' — 
H'orld. 
H. O. VellB. THE STOLEN BA- 
CILLUS, and other Sloriea. By 
H, G. Welle. Seconi Edition. 
Crrten Svo. 6i. 
' The imprusiors afa verystrildBf Inugina' 



Wells. Sicond Edition. Cr. i 



Ibe leader ai by a mafic i^WScalt- 

Saia JeEtnuetteDtmcan. AVOYAGE 

OF CONSOl^TION. By Saha 
Jeann'etteDu.ncan, Author of ' An 
American Girl in London.' Illus- 
trated. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6i. 
• The dialogue it full of yiit.'-Gbiii. 

Bant Jeanaette Dmujan. THE PATH 

OF A STAR, By Saba JeaNNKTTK 
Duncan, Author of ' A Voyip^ of 
Consolation.' Illustrated. Sicond 
Edition. Crown 8w. fit. 
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W.B.KlHTla. MATTHEW AUSTIN. 
Br W. E. NoKRis, Author of ■ Made- 
moiselle de Mersac.' etc, Founh 



NOHRiS. Cri/, 
IT. B. Honda. CLARISSAFURIOSA. 
By W. E. NoRKis. Cr. 8m. 6i. 
' Aa a story Lt IB tdmirablo, u A/evifetirit 

aodtV—riU WtrlJ. ™ ' " " 

W. B.Horrli. GILES INGILBY. By 

W. E. NoBRis. Itlnscraled. Seciiiid 

Edilion. Crown Svo. 6s, 

* tuterqtuie, whoLeaome. And cbaiminElT 

W. E. Horrla. AN OCTAVE. By 
W. E. NoEKis. Second Edilion. 
Crmm Bio. 6j. 

T. (Hark Bnsaell. MY DANISH 

SWEETHEART, By W. Clark 
RUESELL, llluslraied. Pourlk 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6i. 



Third EdiHort. Cr. ivo. 6i. 

Bobert Barr. THE MUTABLE 

MANY. By Robert Barr. Secend 
Bditien. Crown Bw- 6j. 
' Very QiDcli the bul ddtcI tlial Mi. But 

Daily Ckmlcli. 
Botwrt Bmt. THE COUNTESS 
TEKLA. ByRoDERTBAM. Thi 



Bdilio 



rctl^ is ^ very b«l w 



■bicb I 



Englis 



Robert Ban. THE STRONG ARM. 
By Robert Barr, Author of 'The 
Coiinlesa Tekla.' Il]u3Craied. Sicond 
Edition, ivo, d 



C. J. CutolUto Hyne, PRINCE 

RUPERT THE BUCCANEER. 
By C, I. CUTCLIFFK HvsE, Author 
of ' Captain Kettle.' With 8 lUus- 
IratiOQS by G. Gxenville Manton. 
Stcend Edition. CrownBvo, 6f. 



Ib( famous 



: of the ic 



oth]s 



BIra. Dudaney. THE THIRD 

FLOOR. By Mrs. Dudeney, 
Author of 'Folly Comer.' Second 



Andrev Ballonr. BY STROKE OF 
SWORD. By A. Balfour. Illus- 
trated. Fotirri Edition. Cr. ew>. 5i. 

Andreir Bolfoor. TO ARMS I By 
Andhhw Balwdur. IIIuBtrated. 
Sicmd Edition. Crauin Zvo. 6j. 
' The manelioui Derili Ihiougb whiiiti Allsn 

Andraw BaOfouj, VENGEANCE IS 
MINE. By Andrew Balfouh, 
Author of ' By Stroke of Sword.' 
Illustrated. Cnm-n Sw. bt. 
' A vigaroua piece ofwDcI:, well written, and 
BbouDding in ilimng iDddentt.'— C/di- 
£VW H€raid- 

B. Bichena. BYEWAYS. By Robkrt 

HiCHENS. Author of •FUmes.'etc. 

Saend Edition. Cr. Sva. 6s. 

' Thi work i< undeniably IbM of a min of 

Btriking ImaiELnaEJcjD.'— -^'ryf ypitt. 

a. Hiohena. TONGUES OF 
CONSCIENCE. By ROBERT 
Hichens, Author of 'Flames.' 
Second Edilion. Crtniin %va. (a. 
'Of a utrange, blunt lag quality.' — CItis£titt 
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DoroUlM a«nrd. THE CON- 
QUEST OF LONDON. By 
DOBOTHeA Geraro. Auibof o( 
"Lady Baby.' Scainti Edilien. Crovnt 



DoTOUiwi Oerari THE SUPREME 
CRIME. By Dokothea Gerari). 
Cnmu tvo. 6i. 



A SECRETARY OF LEGATION. 

By HopB Dawlish. 
THE SALVATION SEEKERS. By 

STRANGE HAPPENINGS. By W. 

ClarIc Russell and olher Authors. 
THE BLACK WOLFS BREED. 

By Harris Dickson, Illustraied. 

SKond Bdilion. 
BELINDA FITZWARREN. By tbe 

Earl, or Idoesleigh. 
DERWENTS HORSE, By Victor 

ROUSSBAU. 
ANNE MAULEVERER. By Mrs. 

Caffyn (Iota.). 
SIREN CITV. By Benjamin Swift. 
AN ENGLISHMAN. By Maev L. 

P ENDS KB D. 
THE PLUNDERERS. By MORLey 
Roberts. 

the human interest. by 

Violet Hunt, 
the king of andaman : a 

Saviour of Socieiy. By J. Mac- 
larek Cobban. 

THE ANGEL OF THE COVE- 
NANT. By ). Maclahen Cobban. 

IN THE DAY OF ADVERSITY, 
By J. BLOUNOEM-E-BURTON. 

DENOUNCED, By J. BlOundELLK- 
BURTON. 

THE CLASH OF ARMS. By J. 

Bloundelle-Bubtoh. 
ACROSS THE SALT SEAS. By J. 

BLOUHDELLS-ButtrON, 



C. F. OOBfl. THE REDEMPTION 
OF DAVID CORSON. By C F, 
Goss. THrdEdition. CrvamBve. &i. 

lioa muk thii »ul binary ofa Qoakn 



i' high ii tl 
-Liltraltm 



J. BLcnitf^^M 

JNSEEN.^H 



SERVANTS OPSIN, By J. Bloui 

delle-Burton. 
PATH AND GOAL, 

By Ada Caubriog 
THE SEEN AND THE UNSEEN. 

By Richard Marsh. 
MARVELS AND MYSTERIES, By 

RicHAKD Marsh. 
ELMSLIE'S DRAG-NET. By E. H. 

A FOREST OFFICER, By Mrs. 

THE WHITE HECATOMB. 

W. C. Scully. 

BETWEEN SUN AND SAND, 

W. C. SCOLLT, 
SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE. 

Mrs. Olifhakt. 
THE TWO MARYS. By : 

Oliphant. 
THE LADYS WALK. By Mrs. 

Oliphant. 

MIRRY'ANN. By NOBUA LOKIUEK. 

JOSIAH'S WIFE. By NoSMA 
LORIUEk. 

THE STRONG GOD CIRCUM- 
STANCE. By Helen Shiptom. 

CHRISTALLA. By EsmS Stoart. 

the despatch rider. by 

Ernest Glanviu-k 
an enemy to the king, 

R. N. Stwhens. 
A GENTLEMAN PLAYER. 
R. N. Stephen B, 
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THE PATHS OF THE PRUDENT. 

By J. S. Flktchkb. 
THE BUILDERS. By J. S. 

Flktchek. 
DANIEL WHYTE. By A.- J. Daw. 

THE 'CAPSINA By E. F. BtNSON. 
DODO: A DETAIL OF THE DAV. 

By E. F. Bensok. 
THE VINTAGE, By E. F. Benson, 

Illustrated by G. P. Jacouh-Hood, 
ROSE A CHARLITTE. By Mak- 

SHALL SAUNDEES. 

WILLOW8RAKE, By R. Muekay 
Gilchrist. 

THINGS THAT HAVE HAP- 
PENED. By DoKOTHEA Gerard. 

LONE PINE; A ROMANCE OF 
MEXICAN LIFE. By B. B. 

TOWNSHKND., 

WILT THOU HAVE THIS 

WOMAN? By J. Maclaken 

Cobban. 
A PASSIONATE PILGRIM. By 

Pehct Whits. 
SECRETARY TO BAYNE. M.P. 

By W. Pett Ridge. 
ADRIAN ROME. By E. DAWSON 

and A. MOOKB. 
GALLIA. By MiniE Musiel 

THE CROOK OF THE BOUGH. 

By M^NIS MtmiEL DowiE. 
A BUSINESS IN GREAT WATERS. 

By Julian Coibett. 
MISS ERIN. By M. E. Feancis. 
ANANIAS. By the Hon. Mrs. Ai-am 

Bkosrice. 
CORRAGEEN IN '98. By Mrs. 

THE PLUNDER PIT. ByJ. KliGH- 

LET SnOWDEM. 

CROSSTRAILS. By Victor Waite. 
SOCCESSORS TO THE TITLE. 

By Mrs. Waltohd. 
KIRKHAM'S FIND. By Mabv 

DEADMAJTS. By MaryGaunt. 

CAPTAIN JACOBUS ;AROMANCE 
OFTHEBOAD. ByL. CofkCorn- 



SONS OF ADVERSITY. By L, Cope 
coencokd, 

the king of alberia by 

Laura Dainteet. 
the daughter of alouette. 

By MaeY a. Owen. 
CHILDREN OF THIS WORLD. 

By Ellen F. Pinsent. 
an electric spark. By G. 

Mahville Fenn. 
UNDER SHADOW OF THE 

MISSION. By L. S. McChesnev. 
THE SPECULATORS. By J. F. 

the spirit of storm, by 

Ronald Ross. 
the queensberry cup. by 

Clivb p. Wolley. 
A HOME IN INVERESK. By T. 

L. PaTON. 
MISS ARMSTRONG'S AND 

OTHER CIRCUMSTANCES. By 

John Davidson. 
DR. CONGALTON'S LEGACY, By 

Heney Johnston. 
TIME AND THE WOMAN. By 

Richard Pbycb. 
THIS MAN'S DOMINION. By the 

Author of ' A High LLtlle World.' 
DIOGENES OF LONDON. By H. 

B, Mabhiott Watson. 
THE STONE DRAGON. By 

R. Murray Gilchrist. 
A VICAR'S WIFE. By Evelyn 

Dickinson, 
ELSA. By E, M'Queen Gray, 
THE SINGER OF MARLY. By I, 

Hooper. 
THE FALL OF THE SPARROW, 

By M. C, Balkour. 
A SERIOUS COMEDY. By Herbert 

Moerah, 

the faithful city. by 

Herbert Morrah. 
IN THE GREAT DEEP. By J. A. 

BflLI, THE DANCER. By Jakes 
Blytbe Patton. 

the philanthropist. by 
Lucy Matnabd. 

VAUSSQRE. By FRANCIS BRUNt 
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THE MESS DECK. By W. F. 
SHANNOtl. 

A SON OF THE STATE. By W. 



By ]. MaclAhkn 

By Ehnsst 



Pitt Ridgi, 

CEASE FIRE 
Cobban. 

the kloof bride. 

Glanvillb, 
the lost regiment. by 

Ebnest Glanville. 

BUNTER'S CRUISE. By ChaHLSs 
Glkic llliulrated. 

THE ADVENTURE OF PRIN- 
CESS SYLVIA. By Mrs. C. N. 
W11.LIAMSON. 

A VENDETTA OF THE DESERT. 
By W. C. Sclrt-LY. 

SUBJECT TO VANITY. By Mah- 
GARKT BEKSOM. 

FITZJAMES. By L:l:an Street. 

THE SIGN OF THE SPIDER. Fi/lk 



EdiH 



By 



THE MOVING FINGER. By Maki 

Gaunt. 
JACOTRELOAR. By]. H. Pbarcb. 
THE DANCE OF THE HOURS. 

A V/OMAN OF FORTY. By EsmA 

A CUMBERER OF THE GROUND. 

By Constance Smith. 
THESIN OF ANGELS. ByEvBLTN 

DlCKIKSOH. 



AUT DIABOLUS AUT NIHIL, 

ByX. L. 
THE COMING OF CUCULAIN. 

By Standish O'Ghady. 
THE GODS GIVE MY DONKEY 

WINGS. By Auavs Evan Abbott. 

THE STAR GAZERS. By G. Mah- 

the poison of asps. by r. 

Orton Prowse. 
the quiet mrs. fleming. by 

DISENCHANTMENT. ByF.MABM, 

Robinson. 
THE SQUIRE OF WANDALES, 

By A, Shield. 
A REVEREND GENTLEMAN. By 

J, M. Cobban. 
A DEPLORABLE AFFAIR. By 

W. E. NORRIS. 



THE PRODIGALS. By Mrs. 

Oliphant. 
THE SUPPLANTER. By P. Nku- 

A MAN WITH BLACK EYE- 
LASHES, By H. A. Kennedy. 

A HANDFUL OF EXOTICS. By 
S. Gordon. 

AN ODD EXPERIMENT. By 
Hannah Lynck. 

tales of northumbria. by 
Howard Pease, 



tlL, f 



ALP-OROWN NO' 

CnraiH tiii, 
F. Mabei. 



ELS 



hovenden, v.c. 

Robinson. 
the plan of campaign. by 

F. Mabe!. Robinson. 
MR. BUTLER'S WARD. By F. 

Mabel Robinson. 
ELrS CHILDREN. By G. Man- 

A DOUBLE KNOT. By G. Man- 

VIliE Femn. 
DISARMED. By M. BbthaM 

Edwards. 



IN TENT AND BUNGALOW. By 

ihe Author of 'Indian Idylls.' 
MY STEWARDSHIP. ByE, 

M'QuEEN Gray. 
JACK'S FATHER. By W. E. 

A lost" ILLUSION. By Lesue 
Keith. _ ^_^_^ 

THE TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA 
DAVIDSON, Chiisliaa And Com- 
munist. By E. LfNN Lintoh, 
Blaimlh Edilim. Pest Svo. u. 
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Ubc floveliBt 

Messrs. Metkuen are mpikine an inlere5tinf; eipsrrment which conslilules a 
fresh deparluie in publishing. They are issuing under the aho™ ecu"al lille 
a Monlhly Series of Novels by popular authors at lbs price of Sixpence. Many 
of these Noiels have never been published before. Each Number is as long as 
the average Six Shilling Novel. The first numbeia of 'Thk Novelist' areas 



III. THE INCA'S TREASURE. 

ElMBST GLANVILLE, 

IV. Oulo/firini. 

V. FURZE BLOOM. S. Baring 

VI. BUNTER-S CRUISE. C. 

VII. THE 'gay deceivers, 

ABTBUa MiKlRE. 

VIII. PRISONERS OF WAR. f 

BovsoN Weekes. 
iX. Outo/print. 
X. VELDT AND LAAGER: Tall 
of the Transvaal. E.S. Vale.N- 

,\I. THE NIGGER KNIGHTS. 

F. NORBEYS CONNELL. 
XII. A MARRIAGE AT SEA. W. 
Class Riissell. 



XIV. AMANOFMARK. AmThOnI 

XV. THE CARISSIMA. LuCAS 

XVI. THE LADrS WALK. Mrs. 
Oliphant. 



XX. DODO. E. F. Benson. 



XXII. WHEN VALMOND CAME 
TO PONTIAC. Gilbert 
Parser. 



dSetbuen'e Stipenng Xfbtais 

A New ScritsB/CepyrigAi Bonis 



II. THE DOWNFALL OF PREM- 
PEH. By Major-General Baden- 
Powell. 



Vll. BADEN-POWELL OF MAFE- 
KING: A Biography. By ]. S. 
Fletchek, 
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Books for Boys and Girls 

.1 Serin P/Bseki by wtlUknBwn .■iuliers, wcU iHuslraUd. 
TKREE-AND-aiXPENCE EACH 

THE ICELANDER'S SWORD. By 

S. Bar INC Gould. 
TWO LITTLE CHILDREN AND 

CHING. By Edith E. Cuthell. 
TODDLEBEN'S HERO. By M. M. 

ONLY A GUARD -ROOM DOG. 
By Edith E. Cutkell. 



1 



SVD BELTON ; Or, The Boy who 
would nol go to S«u By G. Man- 



The Peacock Library 



handsomely hound , 



THREE-AND-8IXPENCE EACH 
THE RED GRANGE. By Mrs. DUMPS. By Mrs. P*R«. 

MOLESWOHTH. ^ qjrl OF THE PEOPLE. 

THE SECRET OF MADAME DE L, T. Meade. 

MONLUC. By the Author of HEPSY GIPSY. By L. T. MeADS. 



■Mdle. Mori.' 



J. td. 



MISS. 



University Extension Series 



i 



of books on histoiical, liteiary. and acientific subjects, suitable foi 
eitcnsion students and home-reading dtcies. Each volume is complei 
itself, aad the subjects are treated by competent writers in a broad 
pbilOEOphic spirit. 

Edited by J. E. SYMES, M.A., 

Principal of University College, Noltirgtiam, 

CrmoH %vB. Price {with semt txcipiotts] 2S. 6d. 

Tke/ellewin^ valumis art ready :— 



1 



THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. By H. DE B. Gjbbins, 
Lilt.D., M.A., late Scholar of Wad- 
ham College. Oxon., Cobden Prise- 
man. Srvenlh Rdition, Revised. 
With Maps and Plans. 31. 

A HISTOBV OF ENGLISH POLITI- 
CAL ECONOMY, By L. L. Price. 



M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oiou. 
Third Editvm. 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY : An 
Inquiry into the Industrial Condi- 
tions of the Poor. By). A. HOBSOH, 
M.A. Fourth. EdiHcH. 

VICTORIAN POETS. By A. SHAM. 
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THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. By 
J. E. Syues, M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY, By F. S. Gbangei, 
M.A. Sceoad Edilign. 

THE EVOLUTION OF PLANT 
LIFE : Lower Forms. Bf G. 
Maseek. With Ulustralions. 

AIRANDWATER. ByV.B.LEWBS, 
M.A. llluslraled. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND 
HEALTH. By C. W. Kimmims, 
M.A. IlluEtraleil. 

THE MECHANICS OF DAILY 
LIFE. ByV. P. Seli^, M.A. Illus- 
trated. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
By H. DE B. GiBBiNs, Litl.D., M.A 

ENGLISH TRADE AND FINANCE 
IN THE SEVENTEENTH CEN- 
TURY. ByW. A. S, HewujS, B.A. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The 
Elementary Principles of Chemistry. 
By M. M. PattisoN Muik, M.A, 
Illustrated. 

A TEXT-BOOK OF AGRICUL- 
TURAL BOTANY. By M. C. 
POTTBR, M.A, F.US. Illustrated. 



THE VAULT OF HEAVEN. A 
Popular Introduoiion to Astronomy. 
By R. A. Gkegokt. With ni " 



METEOROLOGY. The Elements of 

Weather and Climate. By H. N. 

Dickson, F.R.S.E., F,R. Met. Soc. 

lUusliated. 
A MANUAL OF ELECTRICAL 

SCIENCE. By George J. Burch. 

M.A,F.R.S. With numerous Illu5- 



M.A. lUustmled. 
INSECT LIFE. By F, W. TheO. 

BALD, M.A. liluslraled. 
ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE 

TO BROWNING. By W. M. 

Dixon, M.A, 

ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERN- 
MENT. By E. JeNKS, M.A, Pro- 
fessor of law at University Colleee, 
LiverpooL 

THE GREEK VIEW OF LIFE. By 
G. L. DtcKlNSON, Fellow of King's 
College, Cambridge. Second Bdilien, 



Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. db B. GIBBINS, Litl.D., M.A. 

Crevin ive. 3i, id. 
The /oUoviing yolumci eftht Seties are ready .— 
" " THE RURAL EXODUS. By P. 



TRADE UNIONISM— NEW AND 

OLD. By G. Howeli. Third 

Ediliim. 
THE CO - OPERATIVE MOVE- 

MENT TO-DAY. By G. J. Holt- 

OAKE. Second Edition. 
MUTUAL THRIFT. By Rev. J. 

Frome Wn.t:iN,so(j, M.A. 
PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. By J. 

A. HoBSON, M.A. Fourth Edition. 
THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. 

ByC. F. BasTAeLe, M.A., Professor 

of Economit^ at Trinity College, 

Dublio. Second Edition. 
THE ALIEN INVASION, 

H, WlLKIMS, B,A 



ByW. 



Anderson Grahau. 
land nationalization. by 

Harold Cox, B.A 
A SHORTER WORKING DAY, 

By H. de B. Gibbins, D.Liit., M.A., 

and R. A. Hadfield, of the Hecla 

Works, Sheffield. 
BACK TO THE LAND : An Inquiry 

into the Cure for Rural Depopuladon. 

By H. E. MOORB. 
TRUSTS, POOLS AND CORNERS, 

By J. Stephen Jeans. 
THE FACTORY SYSTEM, By R. 

W. Cooke-Tailor. 
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THE STATE AND ITS CHIL- 
DREN. By Gestk ODE Tuck WELL. 

WOMEN'SWORK. ByLAHTDlLKE, 
Urn BULLKr, and Miss Whitlev. 



■niE HOUSING OF THE WORK- 
INGCLASSES. By E. Bowmakeb. 

MODERN CIVILIZATION IN 
SOME OF ITS ECONOMIC 
ASPECTS. Bf W, CUNHISGHAK, 
D.D., Fellow of Trinity College, 
CVTibridge 



I 

■8011,-^ 



LIFE IN WEST LONDON. By 
Akthux Shkewell, M.A. Tiini 
Edition. 

RAILWAY N.ATIONALIZATION, 
By Clemekt Edwabds, 

WORKHOUSES AND PAUPER- 
ISM. By Louisa Twining. 

UNIVERSITY AND SOCIAL 
SETTLEMENTS. By W. Ru 
M.A. 



Classical Translations 



)CIAL I 
.EASOH^ 



Edited by H, F. FOX, M. A., Fellow and Tutor of BraseooiieCollefc, Ox) 

^SCHYLUS — Agamcranon, Chde- 
phoroe, Eumenides. Translated by 
LEWIS Cam PBELU LL.D., lale Pro- 
fessor of Greeii at Sl Andrews. 51. 

CICERO— Do Oralore I. Translated 
by E. N. P. MooK, M.A. 31. 6d. 

CICERO— Se]EciOr3lions(ProMilone, 
Pro Murena, Philippic II.. In Catili- 
nam). Translaied by H. E. D. 
BlakIStoh, M.A., Fellow and Tutor 
of Trinity College, Oiford. jj. 

CICERO— DeNaluraDcorum. Trans- 
lated by F. BkOOks, M.A., late 
Scholar of Balliol CoUege, Oxford. 1 cbesier. 
y- 6rf. TACITUS— Agricola and Gennacia. 

CICERO DE OFFICIIS. Translated Translated 1^ R. B, Townshehd, 
by G. B. GXrdineh, M.A. Cnnen] late Scholar of Trinity College, Cain- 
Sin'. 31. dJ. bridge. 31. (>d. 



HORACE^ THE ODES AND 
EPODES. Translated by A. 
tiioDLEV, M.A., Fellow of Magdalen 
ColleEB, Oxford. aJ. 

LUCIAN— Six Dialogues (Nigrinns. 
learo - Mcnippus, The Cock. TI.e 
Ship, The Parasite The Lowr of 
Falsehood). Translated by S. T. 
iRwiN, M.A, Assistant Master at 
Clifton ; late Scholar of Eaeler 
College, Oxford. 31. (d. 

SOPHOCLES — Elsctra and Ajai. 
Translated by E, D. A Mobsbead. 
M.A, Assistant Master at Wia- 



Educational Books 



THE NICOMACHEAN ETHICS 
OF ARISTOTLE. Edited with 1 
Introduction and Notes by loi 
BUBMET. M.A., Professor of Ore 
at SL Andrews. Demy Biw, i. 



TH E CAPTIVI OF PLAUTUS. 
Edited, wiih an Introduction, Textual 
Notes, and a Commentary, by W. 
M. LtNDsAT, Fellow of Jesus Collie, 
Oxford. Dimy tvo. loj. 6rf. net. 
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A GREEK ANTHOLOGY. Selecled 
by E. C. MAKCHAnt, M.A,, Fellow 
of Pelerhouse, Cimbridge, and Asaia- 
taal Master at St. Paul's School 
Crown Sue. 31. 6(/. 

PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANS- 
LATION. By E. C. Marchant, 
M.A., Fellow of Pelerhouse, Cam. 
bridge; and A. M. CoOK, M.A., late 
Scholar of Wadham College, Oxford ; 
Assistant Maslersat Si. Paul's SchooL 
Cr<raia Bw. 31. 6J. 
' We know nq hoolt of Ihis c1a» helt« filled 
for use In the hlghei forms of schools, '- 
GuantioH. 

TACITI AGRICOLA. With Intro- 
duction, Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. 
Davis, M.A., Aasislant Master at 
U'eymouth College. Cman Svo. is. 
y the suae 

HERODOTUS : EASY SELEC- 
TIONS. With Vorabtilary. ByA.C. 
LlDDBLL, M.A. flap. Bw. is. 6d. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE ODYS- 
SEY. By E, D. Stone, M.A., laie 
AssislaalMasler at Eton. Fcaf.Svn, 



Fbbksk, M.A., lalc Fellow of St, 
John's, Cambridge, is. 6d. 
DEMOSTHENES AGAINST 
CONON AND CALLICLES. 
Edited with Notes and Vocabulary, 
by F. Darwin Swift, M.A, fcaf. 

EXERCISES IN LATIN ACCL 
DENCE. By S. E. WlNBOLT, 
Assistant Master in Christ's Hospital. 
CrmeH Sua. ji. 6rf. 
An ekmcniary book adapted for Loiver 
Forms Co accompuiy the thorter Lftliu 

NOTES ON GREEK AND LATIN 
SYNTAX. ByG. Buc eland Green, 
M.A, Assistant Master at Edinburgh 
Academy, late Fellow of St. John's 
- ■■ " ■• " ,. 3,,. 6rf, 



Notes 



md e<plsim 
esofCrc.'- 



and Latin SystBi, with 



1. ROD- 



With t 

Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of 
Keble College. Fcaf. Sve. 31. 6J. 
THE FROGS OF ARISTOPHANES. 
Translated by E. W. HUNTWGFOSD, 
M.A., Professor of Classics in Trinity 
College, Toronto. Cr. Svo. as. 6rf. 



A COMPANION GERMAN GRAM- I GERMAN PASSAGES FOR UN- 
MAR. ByH.DKB.GiBBiNS.D.Litt., SEEN TRANSLATION. By E. 
M.A., Hcadmasier at Kidderminster M'Quekn GRAY, CraieK 8™. 
Grammar School. CraviH&iia. is.bd. \ ai.dii. 



ARY 



With I 



'. A. Mi;ndella. 
Illustrations. Crown Zvo. 31. 6d. 

[Mtthuin-'s Scienci Primtrs. 
THE 'WORLD OF SCIENCE. In- 
cluding Chemistrj', Heat, Light. 
Sound, Magnetism, Electricity, 
Botany, Zoology, Physioiogy, As- 
tronomy, and Geolagy. By R. 



THE PRINCIPLES OF MAGNET- 
ISM AND ELECTRICITY: an 
Elemeotanr Text-Book. By P. L. 
Gray, B,So., formerly Lecturer in 
Physics in Mason University Collie, 
BirmirRham. With iSt Diagrams. 
CVjiuw Bku, 31. 6rf. 
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Ceitboote of Zecbaologg 
EiStcd br Piomsoii GARNErrr ud wektheimer. 

Scitnee. Newcanle-on-Tyne. Pullf 
iSHnmed. Cnm Sm. y, 6X 
UTLLINERY, THBORETICAL. 
AND PRACTICAL. By Ci^SE 
HiLt. Bceuttrcd Tracba to tbe 
Ciljr anil Gmlds oT LqdiIod Institute. 
Wilh numcrtHU EHagcanu. Ctwm 



HOW TO MAKE A DRESS. Bt ]. 
A. & Wood. tUuttraud. Sttata 
HdiHm. Cr. tun. v. 6A 



CARPENTRY AXD JOINERY. Bj 
P-CWesnot. Wiih minr Ittnfm- 
tliNU. SreandEdition. Cr. ten. y. fd. 
' Aa adaunblc defnaiury tovbook oa ibc 



SiDwer H. Wells. With 75 nins- 

lralioiuaiidI>iaK[2mi. Cr.tam. y.6il. 

PRACTICAL PHYSICS. Bj H. 

Stkoud, D.So., M.A. ProfcsMir of 

Pbytid in Ihe Durhun College nf 



Pan I. 



Wim nuoeious di 



PTTDCipal 

i^^^H 

:tic.II^H 



ENGLISH RECORDS. ACompaoioo 
to tbe HUtory of England. By H. E. 
Maldeh, M.A. Crmi Soa. 31. 6d. 

TUP. ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS 
RIUHTSAND DUTIES. By H. E. 

MaLUEN, M.A. 11. 6d. 

A DIGEST OF DEDUCTIVE 
LOGIC. By Johnson Bareek, 
B,A. CnanOiio. 21.61/. 



A CLASS.BOOK OF DICTATION 
PASSAGES, By W. WlLLiAUi 
RA, f'iM i'-'ii'l<"i- <->-■ a™, IJ. 



EHQUSH 

A SHORT STORY OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE. By EMMA S. 

Mellows. Crown &vo. 31. 6rf. 
'A lucid and welL.BiraDnd ACCOQAt oT the 
growth of EnElish Uleratore.' — /W/ 
MiUlG-atHi. 
TEST CARDS IN EUCLID AND 
ALGEBRA. By D. S. Caloi 
WOOD, Headma^Ler of the Nor 
School, Edinburgb, lathreepi 
of 40, with Answers. i». I 
three Books, priue ad., ad., and 3r£i9 

ByLU 
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UETHUEH-a COMHEROIAL SERIES 

Edited by II. DB B. GIBBINS, Liit.D., M.A. 

FRENCH COMMERCIAL 



BRITISH COMMERCE AND 
COLONIES FROM ELIZABETH 
TO VICTORIA. By H. de B. 
Giunins, Lill.D.. M,A, Third 
BdiliaH. ai. 

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION 
PAPERS, By H. de B. Gibbihs. 
Utl.D.,M.A u.6d. 
•THE ECONOMICS OF COM- 
MERCE. By H. DE a G:bbins, 
Lill.D.. M.A iJ. 6d. 



RESPONDENCE ByS. EBai 
School nird EdilinH. ai, 

GERMAN COMMERCIAL 

RESPONDENCE. ByS. E. Bai 

With Vocabulary. " ' ' 
A FRENCH COMMERClJ 

READER. By S. E. BallY. Sta 

Eiitian. 
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A GERMAN COMMERCIAL 
READER. By S. E. Bau-V. Wiih 
Vocabulaiy. 2J. 

COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY, with 
special reference to ihe British Em- 
pire. By L. W. LvDH, M.A. Thifd 



W, 6rf. 

WORKS BY A. m. 

INITIA LATINA: Easy Lessons on 
Elementary Accidence. Fi/lh 

Edition. Fcaf. Bt/b. i^. 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Sixth 

FIRST LATIN READER. With 
Notes adapted to the Shorter Laiin 
■ Vocabulary. FiflA 
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Edition, 
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